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Several New POEMS fince publiſh'd 
by the AurHOR 


Heæc ſtudia adoleſcentiam alunt, ſeuectutem oblectaut; 
| ſecundas res ornant, adverſis per fugium & ſolatinm| | _ 
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Diſcourſe on Paſtoral Poetry. 
Spring, the firſt Paſtoral. 
Summer, the ſecond Faltoral. 
Autumn, the third Paſtoral. 
inter, the fourth Paſtoral. _ | 2 
Meſſiah, a facred Eclogue, in imitation of Virgil's Pollio. 
M inaſor Foreſt. To the right honourable George Lord 
Lanſdown. 
79 on Criticiſin. 


e Kape of the Lock, an heroi-comical Poem in five 


Canto's. 
The Temple of Fume. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


January and May, or the Merchant's Tale, from Chan- 
CET. g 


The Wife of Bath, from Chancer. 
Sapho to Phaon, an Epiſtle, from Ovid. 


Vertuuans and Pomona, from the fourteenth Book of 
Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 


The Fable of Dryope, from the ninth Book of Ovid's 


Metamorphoſes. | 
Ihe firft Book of Szatias his Thebais. 
Part of the thirteenth Book of Homer's Odyſſes. 
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The Gardens of Alcinoat, from the ninth Book of Ho- 
mer's Oayſſer. ; . i 


MISCELLANIES. 


Ode for Muſic on St. Cecilia's Day. 5 

Two Chorus's to the Tragedy of Brutus, not yet pub- 
lick. Chorus of Athenians. 
Chorus of Youths and Virgins. | 

'Perſes to the Memory of an unfortunate Lady. 

To Mr. Fervas, with Freſuoy's Art of Painting. 

To a young Lady, with the Works of Yo:rzre. 

To the ſame, on her leaving the Town after the Coro- 
nation. 5 

On a Fan of the Author's deſign. 8 

0 on, in imitation of the Style of the late E of R. 
ttaph, | 

"> 19708 to Mr. Addiſon's Tragedy of Cato. 

Eßpilogue to Fane Shore. | 
Poem, occalion'd by ſome Verſes of his Grace the D. 

of Buckmgham. | : 

Eliſa to Abelard, an Epiſtle. 

Jo the Author of a Poem intituled Succe ſſio. 

Epitaph defign'd for Mr. Rowe in Weſtminſter- Abby. 

Verſes on Mr. Addiſon's Treatiſe of Medals. 
Dedication to Dr. Parnel's Poems. 
Epitaph on Simon Harcourt, 


By Several Hands. 


Cooper's: Hill. By Sir John Denham. | 
Efjay on Tranſlated Verſe, and Horace's Art of Poetry, 
by the right honourable the Earl of Roſcommon, 
ay on Foetry. By the right honourable the Earl of 
Mulgrave, 
Alexander's Feaſt, or, the Power of Mxſick, an Ode in 
honvur of St. Cecilia's Day. By Mr. Oryden. 
Poem on the Proſpect of Peace. By Mr. Tickell. 


THE 


Am inclined to think that both the 
writers of books, and the readers 
of them, are generally not a little 


—— unreaſonable in their expectations. 
The firſt ſeem to faney that the world mult ap- 


prove whatever they produce, and the latter to! 


imagine that authors are obliged to pleaſe them 
at any rate. Methinks as on the one hand, no 
ſingle man is born with a right of controdling | 


the opinions of all the reſt; ſo on the other the 


world has no title to demand, that the whole. 


care and time of any particular perſon ſhould be 


ſacrificd to its entertainment. Therefore I can- 


not but believe that writers and readers are un- 


der equal obligations, for as much me ar 
pleaſure; as each affords the other. 
Every one acknowledges, it would be a wits 
notion to expect perfection in any work of man: 
and yet one would think the contrary was tak- 
en for granted, by the judgment commonlypatt 


upon Pech A Critic ſuppoſes he has done hi- 
ks if he proves a writer to have fail'd in an 
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iv PREFACE. 
expreſſion, or err'd in any particular point: and 
can it then be wonder'd at, if the Poets in ge- 
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v 
* 
* 
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neral ſeem reſolv'd not to own themſelves in a- 


ny error? For as long as one {ide deſpiſes a well- 


S 2 


with a moderate approbation. 
I am afraid this extreme zeal on both ſides is 


6. 
1 
T's 


ill-plac'd; Poetry and Criticiſm being by no 
means the univerſal concern of the world, but 


only the affair of idle men who write in their 


cloſets, and ot idle men who read there. Yet 


ſure upon the whole, a bad Author deſerves ber- 
ter ulage than a bad Critic; a man may be the 


former merely thro' the misfortune of an ill judg-' 
ment, but he cannot be the latter without both 


that and an ill temper. = | 
I think a good deal may be ſaid to extenuate 
the fault of bad Poets, What we call a Geni- 
| Us, is hard to be diſtinguiſh'd by a man himſelf, 
from a ſtrong inclination: and if it be never ſo 
great, he can not at firſt diſcover it any other 
way, than by that prevalent propenſity which 
renders him the more liable to be miſtaken. The 
only method he has; is to make the experiment 
by writing, and appealing to the judgment of 


others: And if he happens to write ill (which is 


8 no ſin in itſelf) he is immediately made 
an object of ridicule. I wiſh we had the huma- 


 Dity to reflect that even the worſt authors might 


endeavour to pleaſe us, and in that endeavour, 


deſerve ſomething at our hands. We have no 
cauſe to quarrel with them but for their obſtina- 


cy 


PREFACE. 5 


ey in perſiſting, and this too may admit of alle- 
viating cireumſtances. Their particular friends 
may be either ignorant, or inſincere; and the 
reſt of the world too well bred to ſhock them 
with a truth, which generally their Bookſellers 
are the firſt that inform them of. This happens 
not till they have ſpent too much of their time, 
to apply to any profeſſion which might better fir 
their talents; and till ſuch talents as they have are 
ſo far diſcredited, as to be but of ſmall ſervice to 
them. For (what is the hardeſt caſe imagitiable) 
the reputation of a man generally depends upon 
the firſt ſteps he makes in the world, and people 
Will eſtabliſh their opinion of us, from what we 
do at that ſeaſon when we have leaſt judgment 
to direct us. | | | : » 
On the other hand, a good Poet no ſooner 
communicates his works with the ſame deſire of 
information, but it is * „ he isa vain young 
creature given up to the ambition of fame; When 
perhaps the poor man is all the while trembling 
with the fear of being ridiculous. If he is made 
to hope he may pleaſe the world, he falls under 
very unlucky circumſtances; for from the mo- 
ment he prints, he muſt expect to heat no more 
truth, than if he were a Prince, or à Beauty. It 
he has not very good ſenſe, his living thus in a 
courſe of flattery may put him in no ſmall danger 
of becoming a Coxcomb: If he has, he will con- 
lequently have ſo much diffidence, as not to reap 
an great ſatisfaction from his praiſe; ſince if it 
be given to his face, it can ſcarce be diſtinguiſt'd 
| | "= $ _ from 
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| Nom flatter), and if in his abſence, I ishatd te 
-  Becertainof it. Were he ute to becommend- = 
bp the'beſt and e wings he is in ſure 

- &f heing envy'd bythEworlt and moſt ige rant, 
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or it is with a fine Gen! 


2 


or it | Jen as. with fine faſtiion, 
all thoſe arc diſpleas d at ſ᷑ Who are not able to fol- 
low it: And "cis to be fd that eſteem will ſel- 
dom do any man ſo mugh good, as ill-will does 
him harm. Then there is a third claſs of people 
— who make the largeſt part of mankind,” thoſe of 
ordinary or indifferent capacities; and theſe (to 
à man) will hate, or ſuſpect him: a hundred hon- 
eſt gentlemen will dread him as a wit, and a hun- 
dred innocent women as a ſatyriſt. In à word, 
whatever be his fate in Poetry, it is ten to one 
but he muſt giye up all the reaſonable aims of life 
for it. There are indeed ſome advantages accru- 
ing from a Genius to Poetry, and they are all 
1 Lan think of: the agreeable power of ſelf-a- 
muſement when a man is idle or alone; the pri- 
vilege of being admitted into the beſt company; 
and the freedom of ſaying as many careleſs things 
as other people, without being ſo ſeverely re- 
„ POR: © oe a at was 42 a 
_ *Tbelieve, if : any one, early in his-Life ſhould 
contemplate the dangerous fate of authors, he 
| would Fares he of their number on any conſide- 
ration. The Lite of a lit is a warfare upon 
cen; and the preſant ſpifit of the world is ſuch, 
that to attempt 19 ferog it (any way) one muff 
have the canſtancy of a martyr, and a reſolution 
2859 ſuffer for its ſake. Teonfels'it was want of _ 


25 ant to me to correct as to write; and 
pubhiſh'd becauſe I kin” told. Iwight p leaſe ſuch 
ess 9 to Ph ale. To 0 1 Fark, have 
„cis, Iam real norant; 1 had too much 
10 ndncſ or-my proces ions to judge:of themat 


fallen ſhort not only of what I read of others, 
but eyen of my gyn Ideas of Poetry. 


If any one ſheute img inc I am not in earneſt, 
I deſire him to 


time, cannot fail to produce more complete pie- 
ces. They conſtantly apply'd themſelves not on: 
ly to that art, but to that fipgle branch of an 
art, to which their talent was moſt, powetfully 
bent; and it-was.the buſineſs of their; Lives ta 
correct and finiſh their works for 8 
we can pretend to have uſed the ſame 

let us expect the ſame Immortality: 1. 15 
took the ſame care, we ſhould gill lie unde 


Farther misfortune; they writ in languages ft 74 
became univerſal and everlaſting, while ours are 


extreamly limite hoch in axtent, and in dura- 


tion. A mighty 
the e we can. e is but to Fi "ou in 


2 nd too much judgment to be pleas d with - . 
at laſt. But I have reaſon to think they can 
have no reputation which will continue long, or 
which deſerves to do ſo: for they have always 
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72 
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 Gderatiqn * ne me an OE I writ be⸗ * 
cauſe it amuſed me; I corrected becauſe it det, Ty 


, that the Ancients (toy oY 
the leaſt of them) had uch Genius as wes | 
and that to take more pains, and employ more 


- 
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ion for our pride! when : 


viii PREPACE. 
one Iſland, and to be thrown aſide at the end 

| of one ape, 5s 3 oe 

All that is left us is to recommend our pro- 

ductions by the imitation of the Ancients; and 


Ar will be found true, that in every age, the 


higheſt character for ſenſe and learning has been 
obtain'd by thoſe who have been moſt indebted 
to them. For to ſay truth, whatever is very good 
ſenſe muſt have been common ſenſe in all times; 
and what we call Learning, is but the know- 
ledge of the ſenſe of our Predeceſſors. There- 
fore they who ſay our thoughts are not our own 
becauſe they reſemble the Ancients, may as well 
ſay our faces are not our own, becauſe they are 
like our Fathers; And indeed it is very unreaſon- 
able, that people ſhould expect us to be Scho- 
lars, and yet be angry to find us ſo. 5 
I fairly confeſs chat I have ſerv'd my ſelf all [ 
comp by reading; that I made uſe of the judg- 
ment of authors dead and living; that I omitted 
no means in my power to be informed of my er- 
rors, both by my friends and enemies; and that 
1 expect not to be excus'd in any negligence on 
account of youth, want of Leiſure, or any o- 
ther idle allegations: But the true reaſon theſe 
pieces are not more correct, is owing to the con- 
ſideration how ſhort a time they, and I, have to 
live: One may be aſhamed to conſume balf one's 
days in bringing ſenſe and rhyme together; and 
what Critic can beſo unreaſonable as not to leave 
a man time enough for any more ſerious employ 
ment, or more agreeable amuſement ? OY 
. : The 


. "PREFACE. ix 
The only plea I ſhall uſe for the favour of the 
publick, is, that I have as great a reſpect for ir 
as moſt authors have for themſelves; and that [ 
have ſacrificed much of my own ſelf- love for its 
fake, in preventing not only many mean things 
from ſeeing the Light „but many which I 
thought rolerable. I believe no one qualification 
is ſo likely to make a good writer, as the pow- 
er of rejecting his own thoughts; and it muſt 
be this (if any thing) that can give me a chance 
to be one. For what I have publiſh'd, I can on- 
ly hope to be pardon'd; but for what I have 
burn'd, I deſerve to be prais d. On this account 
the world is under ſome obligation to me, and 
owes me the juſtice in return, to look upon no 
verſes as mine that are not inſerted in this Cole 
lection. And perhaps nothing could make it 
worth my while to own what are really ſo, but 
to avoid the imputation of ſo many dull and im- 
moral things, as partly by malice, and — 
by ignorance, have been aſcribed to me. I mu 
fart her acquit my ſelf of the preſumption ot hav- 
ing lent my name to recommend any Miſcella- 
nies, or works of other men, a thing I never 
thought becoming a perſon wha has hardly cre- 
dit enough to anſwer for his awn. | 
In this office of collecting my pieces, Iam al- 
together uncertain, whether to look upon my 
ſelf as a man building a monument, or burying 
the dead? | | £559 
If time ſhall make it the former, may theſe 
Poems (as long as they laſt) remain as a teſtimo- 


ny 


8 PREFACE 
vy, that their Author never made histalentsfab- 
ſervient to the mean and unworthy ends of Party 
dr ſelf· intereſt; the gratificatian of publick are; - 
5 judices, or private paſſions, the flattery of the un: 
| deſerving, or the inſult of the unfortunate. Af 
| have written well, let it be conſider'd that tis 
| what no man can do without good ſenſe, a qua- 
| liry that not only renders one capable of being 
u good writer, but a good man. And if Lbaye 
made any acquiſition in the opinion of a one 
under the notion of the former, let it be conti- 
nued to me under no other title than that of the 


en. 0 el awe 
But if this publication be only a more ſolemm 
funeral of my Remains, I deſire it may be known 
That I die in charity, and in my ſenſes z without 
any murmurs againſt the juſtice of this age, or 
any mad appeals to poſterity. I declare 1-ſhall 
think the world in the right, and quietly. ſub- 
mit to every truth which time ſhall diſcover to 
the prejudice of theſe writings; not ſo much as 
wiſhing ſo irrational a thing, as that every body 
ſhould be deceiv'd, meerly for my credit. How- 
ever I deſire it may then be conſider'd, that there 
are very few things in this collection which were 
not written under the age of five and twenty; ſo 
that my youth may be made (as it never fails to 
be in Executions) a caſe of compaſſion. That I 
was never ſo concern'd about my works as to 
vindicate them in print, believing if any thing 
was good it would defend itſelf, and what was 
bad could never be defended. That I uſed no ary 
A . cc 


fice to raiſe or continue a reputation, d 


living one wich anjuR praiſe, inſured fender 
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his Morals. To conclude, if f 
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aur bene agzinſt 


is volume periſh, 


with ill language, or when I could not 
a Rival's works, enc 


let it ſerve as a warning to the Critics, not to 


take too much pains for the future .to.deſtray 


fuch things as will die of themſelyes; anda Me- 
mento mori to ſome of my vain catemporaries the 
Poets, to teach them thar when real merit is 


wanting, it avails nothing to have been cneguy- 
rag'd by the great, commended by the eminent 
and fayour'd by the publick in general. 
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By His GRACE 


| BuckinGnam.” 


Toa dully ſerious for the Muſe's ſport, 
And from the Critics ſafe arriv'd in Port: z 
I little thought of launching forth agen, 
Amidſt adventrous rovers of the Pen: 
And after ſo much undeſerv'd Succeſs, 
Thus u at laſt to make it leſs, 


Encomiums ſuit not this cenſorious time, 
It ſelf a Subject for ſatyric Rhime; 
Ignorance honour'd, Wit and Worth defam'd, 
Folly triumphant, and ev'n Homer blam'd ! 


But to this Genius, j join d with ſo much Art, 
Such various Learning mix'd in ev'ry part, 
Poets are bound a loud applauſe to pay; 
Apollo vids it, and they muſt obey. 


And yet ſo wonderful, ſublime a thing, 
As the great Iliad, ſcarce ſhould make me ling; 
Except I juſtly could at once commend 


A good Companion, and as firm a Friend, 


' Ee Bea Wop Lg ow 
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On Mr. POPE and his PoEAus, 
voux SHEFFIELD Duke of 
| W I THa age decay'd, with Courts and bus nelz tir d. 
Caring for nothing but what Eaſe requit di 


One 


7 ( OR 
One moral, or a meer well-natur'd deed, 
Does all deſert in Sciences exceed. | 


"Tis great Delight to laugh at ſome men's ways, 


But a much greater to give Merit praiſe. 

| SS Deters n 
To Mr. POPE, 
By the Right Honourable 

ANNE Counteſs of WINCHELSEA, 


HE Muſe, of ev'ry heav'nly gift allow'd 

To be the chief, is publick, tho* not proud. 
Widely extenfive is the Poet's aim, 
And, in each verſe, he draws a bill on fame. 
For none have writ (whatever they pretend) 
Singly to raiſe a Patron or a Friend; 
But whatſoe'er the theme or object be, 
Some commendations to themſelves foreſee. 
Then let us find, in your foregoing page, 
The celebrating Poems of the age, 
Nor by injurious ſcruples think it fit, 
To hide their Judgments who applaud your Wit: 
But let their pens, ta yours, the heralds prove, 
Who ſtrive for you as Greece for Homer ſtrove, 
Whilſt he who beſt your Poetry alerts, 
Aſſerts his own, by ſympathy of parts. 
Me Panegyrick verſe does not inſpire, 
Who never well can praiſe what I admire, 
Nor in thoſe lofty tryals dare appear, 

But gently drop this counſel in your car, 


 Inflamethe Soldier with ono BR. 

Elate the,young, and granely warm the ſage: 
Allure, with render verſe, the! Female race, 
And give their darling paſſion, courtly grace. 
I Pare the Foreſt (ill in rural ſtrains, 

. ith ea ſweet freth-breathing from the plains, 

our I ales be ,natpral,and gay, 3 
Nor all the Poet in that part diſpla ; 
Nor let the Critic, there his skill unfold, 
For Boccace thus, and Chaxcer tales bie 

Sooth „bubu ein, each diſtering taſte, 
And for the future chatm as in the paſt. + 
Then ſhon Id che verſe of ey artful hand © 
Beforeyour numbers eminently ſtand ; 
In jou no vanity ouid thence be own, 
- Unleſs, ſince ſliort in beauty of yourown, 
Some enviousſeriblerrright in ſpighe declare, 


; F That for compariſon you plae dem there. 


* But envy could not againſt you ſueceed, ett id 
Tis not from friends that write; or foes that read 1 


5 5 Cenſure or Praiſe muſt fromour ſelves proceed. 
EEE ieee e BER 
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N theſemore Gem 8 ITY 
1 few dare give, and fewer merit praiſe; ö 
Mule ſincere, that never flatt'ry knew, | 


£ 
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. Fox vhat to friendſhip and deſertixdue.. 
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Yom: yet Judijapsy your 1 verſe ate 0 4 
Art ſtreng Nature, Senſe improv'd by OY 


Unlike tho , hoſe numbers glide along 

So ſmooth, no thought &er interrupts, the ſong: 5 
Laboriouſly enervate they appear, 2M 70 os 
And write not to the head, but to the ear: n 05 
Our minds unmoy'd and uficoncern'd they tall, Mo 


And are at; beſt moſt muſically dull. 
So purling ſtreams with even 1 home creep," 8 * ; 1 : 
And huſh ta#heavy hearers into ee 3 
As ſtnootheſt ſpeech is moſt Gerede e 
The ſmootheſt numbers oft art èinpty 
And leave our lab ring fancy quite a- grOund. 
But Wit and Judgment join at once in you, 

Sprightly as youth, as age conſummate to- 
Vour ſtrains are regularly bold, and pleaſe N 5 | 
With unforc'd care, and unaffected eaſe, 2 
With proper thoughts, and lively i images: 
Such as by Nature to the Ancients ſhown, | 
Fancy improves, and Judgment makes your www: 
For great men's faſhions to be follow'd are, 
Althoꝰ diſgraceful tis their-clodths to wear. 
Some ſn æ poliſti d ſtyle write Paſtoral, 
Arcadia ſpeaks the — of the Mall, 

Like ſome fair Shepherdefſs, the ſylvan Muſe, 

Deck's in thoſe flow'rs het native fields'prodace; 
With modeſt charms would in plain — 2 


But ſeems a dowdy in the courtly dreſs, 

Whoſe aukward finery-allures us leſs. 
But the true meaſure of the ſhepherg's wit e 
Should, like his garb, be for the-county-fitz . 
Jet mult his pure and unaffeched thought 2 
Mare nicely than the common ſwains be wrought: 


— k 


F 
So, with becoming art, the Piayers dreſs 8 
In filks, the thepherd, and the ſhepherdeſs; 

Vet ſtill uncharig'd the form and mode remain, 
Shap'd like the homely ruſſet of the ſwain. 

Your rural Muſe appears to juſtify - 

The long-loſt graces of Simplicity: 

So rural beauties captivate our feriſe 
With virgin charms, and native excellence. 

' Yet long her modeſty thoſe charms conceal'd, 

Till by men's envy to the world reveal'd; 
For Wits induſtrious to their trouble ſeem, 
And needs will envy, what they muſt eſteem. 


Live, and enjoy their ſpite! nor mourn that fate 
Which wou'd, if Virgil liv'd, on Virgil wait; 
Whoſe Muſe did once, like thine, in plains delight; 
Thine ſhall, like his, ſoon take a higher flight; 

So Larks, which firſt from lowly fields atiſe, 
Mount by degrees, and reach at laſt the skies. 
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| Killala in the County of Mayo 
in Ireland, June 7: 1715. 1 


r 1 
Mr. POPZ on his WIVDPSOR-FOREST. 


1 AlL, ſacred Bard! a Muſe unknown before 
1 Salutes thee from the bleak Atlantic ſhore. 
To our dark world thy ſhining page is ſhown, 
And Winadſor's gay retreat becomes our own. 
The Eaſtern pomp had juſt beſpoke our care, 
And India pour d her gawdy treaſures here: 


1 
X ny 
. 


( xvii ) 
A various ſpoil adorn'd our naked land, x 
The Pride of Perſia glitter'd on our ſtrand, | : 
And China's Earth was caſt on common ſand: 
Toſs'd up and down the gloſſy fragments lay, 
And dreſs'd the rocky ſhelves, and pay'd the painted bay. 
Thy treaſures next arriv'd; And now we boaſt 
A nobler Cargo on our barren coaſt. 
From thy luxuriant Foreſt we receive 
More laſting glories than the Eaſt can give. 


Where: e er we dip in thy delightful page, 
What pompous ſcenes our buſy thoughts engage! 
The pompous ſcenes i in all their pride appear, 
Freſh in the page, as in the grove they were. 
Nor half ſo true the fair Lodona ſhows 
The ſylvan ſtate that on her border grows, 
While ſhe the wondring ſhepherd entertains 
With a new Windſor in her watry plains: 
Thy juſter lays the lucid wave ſurpaſs; 
The living ſcene is in the Muſe's glaſß. 
Nor ſweeter notes the ecchoing F Creſts chear, 
When Philomela ſits and warbles there, | 
Than when you ſing the greens, and opening gladet, 
And give us Harmony as well as Shades. 
A Titian's hand might draw the grove, but you 
Can paint the grove, and add the nie d too. 


With vaſt variety thy pages mine; 
A new creation ſtarts in ev'ry line. | 
How ſudden trees riſe to the reader's ſight, 
And make a doubtful ſcene of ſhade and light, 
And give at once the day, at once the night! 
And here again what ſweet, confuſion reigns, 
In dreary deſerts mix'd with painted plains! 


— ——— 


6 - * Fe | | 1 Tn * Fr 
And ſee l the deferts caſt a pleafing — 1 A 
d ſhrybby heaths tejoice i in purple — ä 
hitſt fultfhr ctops riſe by their barren ſide, 3 
And beatded groves ale their annual pride. | 


Happy the man, who Rtirgs his tunefil lyre, £1 
Where woods, and brooks, and breathing fields inſpire ! 
To hrice happy you f AH vorthy beſt to dwell 11 0 ] 
©... Aqpidft the rere joks'poh fing ſo well. ' 

* A in Aa cold, and i in 2 barren clime, 8 : 


Hold as my thouglit, and barren as my rhime, 

Here on the weſtern heach attempt to chime! 

O joyleſs flood? &o rough tempeſtuous main 

Border'd with Wedds, and ſolitudes obſcene ! 

Let me ne'er flow Uke thee! nor make thy ſtream 

NM y fad example, Or my wretched theme. 

Like bombaſt now thy raging billows roar, 

e vainly daſh themſelves againſt the ſhore: 

About like quibbles now thy froth is thrown, 
And all Extremes ate in a moment ſuown. 


Snatch me, ye Gods! from theſe Atlantic ſhores, 
And ſhelter me in Windſor's fragrant Bow'rs ; 
Or to my much lovꝰd Hen walks convey, 

And on her flow'ry banks for ever lay: 

Thence let me view the venerable ſcene, 

The awful dome, the groves eternal green; | 
Where ſacred Hoagb long found his fam'd retreat, 
And brought the Muſes to the ſylvan ſeat, 

| Reform'd the wits, unlock'd the Claflic ſtore, . 

8 nd made that Muſic which was noiſe before. 

here with illuſtrious Bards I ſpent my days, 

Nor free from cenſute, nor unknown to praiſe; | 


+t No Enjoy'd | 
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n 
Enjoy'd the bleſſings that his reign beſtow d, 
Nor envy'd MWindſor in the ſoft abodleGQ. 
The golden minutes ſmoothly danc'd away, 
And tuneful Bards beguil'd the tedious day. 
They ſung, nor ſung in yain, with numbers fir'd 
That Maro taught, or Addiſon inſpir d. 
Ev'n I eſfay'd to touch the trembling ftring : 
Who cou'd hear them, and not attempt to ſing? _ - 


Rouz'd from theſe dreams by thy commanding ſtrain, 

LI riſe, and wander thro” the field or plain; ; 

Led by thy Muſe from ſport to ſport I run, 

Mark the ſtretch'd Line, or hear the thund'ring gun. 

Ah! how I melt with pity, when I ſpy 

On the cold earth the flutt'ring Pheaſant lie; 

His gawdy Robes in dazling Lines appear, 

And ev'ry feather ſhines and varies there, 


But while the prancing ſteed allures my eye, 

He ſtarts, he's gone! and now I ſee him fly 

O'er hills and dales; and now [I loſe the courſe, 
Nor can the rapid fight purſue the flying horſe. 
Oh cou'd thy Vigil from his Orb look down, 
He'd view a courſer that might match his own! 
Fir'd with the ſport, and eager for the chace, 
Lodona's murmurs ſtop me in the race. | 
Who can refuſe Lodona's melting tale? 

The ſoft complaint ſhall over time prevail; 

The tale be told when ſhades forſake her ſhore, 
The nymph be ſung, when ſhe can flow no more, 


Nor ſhall thy ſong, old Thames, forbear to ſhine, 
At once the ſubje& and the ſong diyine. 
5 


% 


Nor can I paſs the gen'rous courſer bj, : 


hel 


Peaces 


( xx) 
Peace, ſung by thee; ſhall pleaſe ev'n Britains more 
Than all their ſhouts for Victory before. 
Oh! could prime imitate thy ſtream, | 
The world ſhould tremble at her awful name. 
From various ſprings divided waters glide, 
In diff®rent colouts toll a diff rent tide, 
- Murmur along their crooked banks a while, 
At once they murmur and enrich the iſle; 
A while diſtin& thro* many channels run, 
But meet at laſt, and ſweetly flow in one; 
There joy to loſe their long - diſtinguiſn'd names, 
And make one glorious, and immortal Thames. 


Fr. Knapp. 
. 
To Mr. PO PE. 
In Imitation of a Greek Epigram on 
HOMER. 


HEN Phebas, and the nine harmonious maids, 
Of old aſſembled in the Theſpran ſhades ; - 
What Theme, they cry'd, what high immortal air, 
Befit theſe harps to found. and thee to hear ? 
Reply'd the God; Your loſtieſt notes employ, 
To ſing young Helens, and the fall of Troy, 
The wond'rous ſong, with rapture they rehearſe; 
Then ask, who wrought that miracle of verſe? 
He anſwer'd with a frown; I now reveal 
A truth, that Envy bids me not conceal ; 
Retiring frequent to this Laureat vale, 
I warble to the Lyre that fav'rite tale, 


Which, 


ch, 


( xi ) 


Which, unobſerv'd, a wand'ring Greek, and blind, 


Heard me repeat, and treaſur'd in his mind; 
And, fir'd with thirſt of more than mortal praiſe, 


From me, the God of wit, uſurp'd the bays. 


But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame, 
Proud with celeſtial ſpoils to grace her name; 
Yet when my arts ſhall triumph in the Wet, 
And the white Iſle with female pow'r is bleſt; 
Fame, I foreſee, will make repriſals there, 
And the Tranſlator's Palm to me transfer. 
With leſs regret my claim 1 now decline, 
The World will think his Engh/b Iliad mine. 


E. Fenton. 


ECC ID CATS ERR ED ATE CCS DRDRCRGRS? 


To Mr. POPE. 


TO praiſe, and ſtill with juſt reſpe& to praiſe 
1 A Bard triumphant in immortal bays, 
The Learn'd to ſhow, the Senſible commend, 
Yet ſtill preſerve the province of the Friend, 


'What life, what vigour muſt the lines require ? 
What Muſic tune them, what affection fire? 


O might thy Genius in my boſom ſhine! 


Thou ſhould'ſt not fail of numbers worthy thine; | 


The brighteſt Ancients might at once agree, 

To ſing within my lays, and ſing of thee. 
Horace himſelf wou'd own thou doſt excell 

In candid arts to play the Critic well. 

Ovid himſelf might wiſh to fing the Dame, 


Whom Wimdſor-Foreſt ſees a gliding ſtream; 


On ſilver feet, with annual Oſier crown'd, - 
dhe runs for ever thro? * ground. 
2 - 


| (xxii) a . 5 i 
How flame the glories of Belinda's Hair, 
Made by thy Muſe the envy of the Fair ? 
Leſs ſhone the treſſes Ægypt's Princeſs wore, 
Which ſweet Callimachus ſo ſung before. | 
Here courtly trifles ſet the world at odds; | 
Belles war with Beaus, and Whims deſcend for Gods. 
The new Machines, in names of ridicule, 
Mock the grave frenzy of the Chimic fool. 
But know, ye fair, a point conceal'd with art, | 
The Sylphs and Gnomes are but a Woman's heart. 
The Graces ſtand in fight; a Satyr-train . 
Peeps o'er their head, and laughs behind the ſcene. 
In Fame's fair Temple o'er the boldeſt wits, 
Inſhrin'd on high, the ſacred Virgil ſits, 
And fits in meaſures, ſuch as Virgil's Muſe, 
To place thee near bim, might be fond to chuſe. 
How might he tune th' alternate reed with thee, 
Perhaps a Szrephon thou, a Daphnis he 
While ſome old Damon, o'er the vulgar wile, 


Thinks he deſerves, and thou deſery'ſt the Prize. 
Rapt with the thought, my fancy ſeeks the plains, 
And turns me ſhepherd while | hear the ſtrains. p 

Indulgent nurſe of ey'ry tender gale, *'_ 0 
Parent of flowrets, old Arcadia hail ! \ 
Here in the cool my limbs at eaſe I ſpread, 

Here let thy Poplars whiſper o'er my head! 

Still ſlide thy waters ſoft among the trees, N 
Thy Aſpins quiver in a breathing breeze 8 
Smile, all ye valleys, in eternal ſpring, F 

Be huſh'd, ye winds! while Pope and Virgil (ing. F 
In Exgliſh lays, and all ſublimely great, F. 
Thy Homer warms with all his ancient heat; H 
He ſhines in Council, thunders in the- fight, H 


And flames with ev'ry ſenſe of great delight. * 


(Exxiii) 
Long has that Poet reign'd, and long unknown, 
Like monarchs ſparkling on a diſtant throne ; 
In all the majeſty of Greek retir'd, 
Himſelf unknown, his mighty name admir'd ; 
His language failing, wrapt him round with night; | 
Thine, rais'd by thee, recalls the work to light. 
So wealthy Mines, that ages long before 
Fed the large realms around with golden Oar, 
When choak'd by ſinking banks, no more appear, 
And ſhepherds only ſay, The mines were here : 
Should ſome rich youth (if nature warm his heart, 
And all his projects ſtand inform'd with art) 
Here clear the caves, there ope the leading vein; 
| The mines detected flame with gold again. 


How vaſt, how copious are thy new def igns! 
How ev'ry Muſic varies in thy lines! 
Still, as I read, I feel my boſom beat, 
And riſe in raptures by another's heat. 
Thus in the wood, when ſummer dreſs'd the days, 
When Wendſor lent us tuneful hours of eaſe, 
Our ears the lark, the thruſh, the turtle bleſt, 
And Philomela ſweeteſt o'er the reſt : 
The ſhades reſound with ſong O ſoftly tread, 
While a whole ſeaſon warbles round my head. 


This to my friend—and when a friend inſpires, | 
My ſilent harp its maſter's hand requires, | 
Shakes off the duſt, and makes theſe rocks reſound; 
For fortune plac'd me in unfertile ground: 
Far from the joys that with my ſoul agree, | 
From wit, from learning very far from the. : 
Here moſs-grown trees expand the ſmalleſt leaf; 
Here half an Acre's corn is half a ſheaf; 


Here 


( xxiy ) 


_ © Here hills with naked heads the tempeſt meet, 
Rocks at their ſides, and torrents at their feet; 
Or lazy lakes, unconſcious of a flood, | 

Whoſe dull, brown Naiads ever ſleep in mud. f 


Yet here content can dwell, and learned eaſe, 1 
A Friend delight me, and an Author pleaſe; 1 
Ev'n here I ſing. when Pope ſupplies the theme, A 
She my own love, tho' not increaſe his fame. : 


7. Parnell. 


reer 1 


| To Mr. POPE, on the publiſhing his 
| Works. 


E comes, he comes! bid ev'ry Bard prepare 
The ſong of triumph, and attend his Car. 

Great Sheffield's Muſe the long proceſſion heads, 
And throws a luſtre o'er the pomp ſhe leads, 
Firſt gives the Palm ſhe fir'd him to obtain, | 
Crowns his gay brow, and ſhows him how to reign, 
Thus young Alcides, by old Chiron taught, 
Was form' d for all the miracles he wrought; 
Thus Chiron did the youth he taught applaud, 
Pleas d to behold the earneſt of a God. 


But hark what ſhouts, what gath'ring crowds rejoice! 

Unſtain'd their praiſe by any venal voice, 

Such as th' Ambitious vainly think their due, 

When Proſtitutes, or needy Flatt'rers ſue, _ 3 

And ſee the Chief: before him laurels born, 

Trophies from undeſerving temples torn; 

Here Rage enchain'd reluctant raves, and there, 

Pale od dumb, and __ With deſpair; | a 
Prone 


(XXV) 


Prone to the earth ſhe bends her loathing eye, 
Weak to ſupport the blaze of Majeſty. 


But what are they that turn the ſacred Page? 
Three lovely Virgins, and of equal age; 
Intent they read, and all enamour'd ſeem, 
As he that met his likeneſs in the ſtream: 
The Grazes theſe; and ſee how they contend, 
Who moſt ſhall praiſe, who beſt ſhall recommend. 


The Chariot now the painful ſteep aſcends; 
The Pœans ceaſe; the glorious Labour ends. 
Here fix'd, the bright eternal Temple ſtands, 

Its proſpect an unbounded view commands: 

Say, wond'rous youth, what Column wilt thou chuſe, 
What laurell'd Arch for thy triumphant Muſe? 
Tho! each great Ancient court thee to his ſhrine, 
Tho! ev'ry Laurel thro the dome be thine; 
(From the proud Epic, down to thoſe that ſhade 
The gentler brow of the ſoft Lesbian maid) 

Go to the Good and Juſt, an awful train, 

Thy ſoul's delight, and glory of the Fane: 

While thro? the earth thy dear remembrance flies, 
« Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies. 


Simon Harcourt. 
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DISCOURSE 


Paſtoral Poetry. 


==] HERE are not, I believe, a greater number 
of any ſort of verſes than of thoſe which 
are called Paſtorals, nor a ſmaller, than 
/ of thoſe which are truly fo. It therefore 
ſeems neceſſary to give ſome account of 
this Eine I Poem, and it is my defign to comprize in 
this ſhort Paper the ſubſtance of thoſe numerous diſſer- 
tations the Critics have made on the fubje&, without 
omitting any of their rules in my own favour. You 
will alſo find ſome points reconciled, about which they 
ſeem to differ, and a few remarks which I think have 
eſcaped their obſervation. 

The original of Poetry is aſcribed to that age which 
ſucceeded the creation of the world: And as the keep- 
ng of flocks ſeems to have been the firſt employment 

mankind, the moſt ancient ſort of Poetry was pro- 
bably paſtoral. "Tis natural to imagine, that the leiſure 
of thoſe ancient ſhepherds requiring ſome diverſion, none 
was ſo proper to that ſolitary life as Singing; and that 
in 


= A Diſcourſe on 
in their Songs they took occaſion to celebrate their own 
felicity. From hence a Poem was invented, and after- 
wards improv'd to a perfect image of that happy time; 
which by giving us an eſteem for the virtues ot a for- 
mer age, might recommend them to the preſent. And 
fince the life of ſhepherds was attended with more tran- 
quillity than any other rural employment, the Poets 


the name of Paſtoral. 

A Paſtoral is an imitation of the action of a ſtiepherd ; 
the form of this imitation is dramatic, or narrative, or 
 mix'd of both; the fable ſimple: the manners not too 
polite nor too ruſtic: The thoughts are plain, yet ad- 
mit a little quickneſs and paſſion, but that ſhort and 
flowing: The expreſſion humble, yet as pure as the lan- 
guage will afford; neat, but not florid; eaſy, and yet 
lively. In ſhort, the fable, manners, thoughts, and ex- 
preſſions, are full of the greateſt ſimplicity in nature. 

The complete character of this Poem conſiſts in fim- 
Plicity, brevity, and delicacy; the two firſt of which 
render an Eclogue natural, and the laſt delightful. 

If we would copy Nature, it may be uſeful to take 
this conſideration along with us, that Paſtoral is an image 
of what they call the Golden age. So that we are not 
to deſcribe our ſhepherds as ſhepherds at this day really 
are, but as they may be conceiv'd then to have been; 
when a notion of quality was annex'd to that name, 
and the beſt of men follow'd the employment. To car- 
ry this reſemblance yet farther, that Air of piety to the 

ods ſhould ſhine thro' the Poem, which ſo viſibly ap- 
pears in all the works of antiquity : And it ought to pre- 
ſerve ſome reliſh of the old way of writing; the con- 
nections ſhould be looſe, the natrations and deſcriptions 
ſhort, and the periods conciſe. Vet it is not ſufficient 
that the ſentences only be brief, the whole Eclogue 
ſhould be ſo too. For we cannot ſuppoſe Poetry to 
have been the buſineſs of the ancient ſhepherds, but their 
recreation at vacant hours. as 

u 


cChoſe to introduce their Perſons, from whom it receiv'd 
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But with a reſpect to the preſent age, nothing more 
conduces to make theſe compoſures natural, than when 
ſome Knowledge in rural affairs is diſcover'd. This 
may be made to appear rather done by chance than on 
deſign, and ſometimes is beſt ſhewn by inference; leſt 
by too much ſtudy to ſeem natural, we deſtroy the de- 
light. For what is _— in this ſort of Poetry (as 
Fontenelle obſerves) proceeds not ſo much from the Idea 
of a country life itſelf, as from that of its Tranquillity, 
We muſt therefore uſe ſome illuſion to render a Paſto- 
ral delightful; and this conſiſts in expoſing the beſt fide 
only of a ſhepherd's life, and in concealing its miſeries. 
Nor is it enough to introduce ſhepherds diſcourſing to- 
gether, but a regard muſt be had to the ſubject; that it 
contain ſome particular _— itſelf, and that it be 
different in every Eclogue. des, in each of them a 
defign'd ſcene or proſpett is to be preſented to our view, 
which ſhould likewiſe have its variety. This variety is 
obtain'd in a great degree by frequent compariſons, 
drawn from the moſt agreeable objects of the country; 
by interrogations to things inanimate; by beautiful di- 
greſſions, but thoſe ſhort; ſometimes by inſiſting a little 
on circumſtances ; and laſtly, by elegant turns on the 
words, which render the numbers extremely ſweet and 
pleaſing. As for the numbers themſelves, tho” they are 
properly of the heroic meaſure, they ſhould be the ſmooth- 
eſt, the moſt eaſy and flowing imaginable. 

It is by rules like theſe that we ought to judge of Pa- 
ſtoral. And fince the inſtructions given for any art, are 
to be deliver'd as that art is in perfection, they muſt of 
neceſſity be deriv'd from thoſe in whom it is acknow- 
ledg d fo to be. Tis therefore from the practice of The- 
ocritus and Virgil, (the only undiſputed Authors of Pa- 
ſtoral) that the Critics have drawn the for egoing noti- 
ons concerning it. | ee 

Tbeocritus excells all others in nature and ſimplicity. 
The ſubjects of his Idyllia are purely Paſtoral, but he is 
not ſo exact in his Perſons, having introduc'd * 

an 


6 Di ſcour ſè on 
and Fiſhermen as well as ſhepherds. He is apt to be 
long in his deſcriptions, of which that of the Cup in the 
firſt Paſtoral is a remarkable inſtance. In the manners 
he ſeems a little defective; for his Swains are ſometimes 
abuſive and immodeſt, and perhaps too much inclining 
to ruſticity; for inſtance, in his fourth and fifth Iayllia. 
But *tis enough that all others learn'd their excellencies 
from him, and that his Dialect alone has a ſecret charm 
in it, which no other could ever attain. | 
Virgil who copies Theocritus, refines upon his Origi- 
nal: and in all points where Judgment has the principal 
part, is much ſuperior to his Maſter. Tho' ſome of his 
ſubjects are not Paſtoral in themſelves, but only ſeem 
to be ſuch; they have a wonderful variety in them which 
the Greek was a ſtranger to. Heexceeds him in regula- 
rity and brevity, and falls ſhort of him in nothing but 
ſimplicity and propriety of ſtyle; the firſt of which per- 
haps was the fault of his age, and the laſt of his lan- 
guage. os | 
Among the moderns, their ſucceſs has been greateſt 
who have moſt endeavour'd to make theſe ancients their 
Pattern. The moſt confiderable Genius appears in the 
famous Taſ/o, and our Spenſer. Taſſo in his Aminta has 
as far excell'd all the Paſtoral writers, as in his Gieru- 
Jalemme he has out done the Epic Poets of his Coun- 
try. But as this piece ſeems to have been the original of 
a new ſort of Poem, the Paſtoral Comedy, in 1zaly, it 
cannot fo well be confider'd as a copy of the ancients. 
Sperſer*s Calendar, in Mr. Dryden's opinion, is the molt 
complete work of this kind which any Nation has pro- 
duc d ever ſince the time of Virgil. Not but he may be 
thought imperfect in ſome few points. His Eclogues 
are ſomewhat too long, if we compare them with the 
ancients. He is ſometimes too allegorical, and treats of 
matters of religion in a Paſtoral ſtyle, as the Mantuan had 
done before him. He has employ'd the Lyric meaſure, 
which is contrary to the practice ot the old Poets. His 
Stanza is not {till the ſame, nor. always well * 
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This laſt may be the reaſon his expreſſion is ſometimes 
not conciſe enough: for the Tetraſtic has oblig'd him 


to extend his Senſe to the length of four lines, which 
would have been more cloſely confin'd in the Cou- 


plet. 


In the manners, thoughts, and characters, he comes 
near Theocritas himſelf ; tho' notwithſtanding all the 
care he has taken, he is certainly inferior in his Dialect: 
For the Doric had its beauty and propriety in the time 


of Theocritus ; it was uſed in part of Greece, and fre- 


quent in the mouths of many of the greateſt Perſons; 
whereas the old _— and country phraſes of Spenſer, 
were either entirely obſolete, or ſpoken only by people 
of the baſeſt condition. As there is a difference betwixt 
ſimplicity and ruſticity, ſo the expreſſion of ſimple thoughts 
ſhould be plain, but not clowniſh. The addition he has 
made of a Calendar to his Eclogues is very beautiful: 
ſince by this, beſides that general moral of innocence 
and ſimplicity, which is common to other Authors of 
Paſtoral, he has one peculiar to himſelf; he compares 
human Life to the ſeveral Seaſons, and at once expoſes 
to his readers a view of the great and little worlds, in 
their various changes and aſpects. Yet the ſcrupulous 
diviſion of his Paſtorals into Months, has oblig'd him 
either to repeat the ſame deſcription, in other words, for 
three months together; or when it was exhauſted before, 
entirely to omit it : whence it comes to paſs that ſome 
of his Eclogues (as the fixth, eighth, and tenth for ex- 
ample) have nothing but their Titles to diſtinguiſh them. 
The reaſon is evident, becauſe the year has not that va- 
riety in it to furniſh every month with a particular de- 
8 as it may every Seaſon. 

the following Eclogues I ſhall only ſay, that theſe - 


four comprehend all the ſubje&s which the Critics upon 


Theocritus and Virgil will allow to be fit for Paſtoral : 


That they have as much variety of deſcription, in re- 
ſpect of the ſeveral ſeaſons, as Spenſer's: That in order to 


Add to this variety, the ſeveral times of the Day are ob- 


ſerv, 


* 554 Di ſcour ſe, &c. 


ſerv'd, the rural employments in each ſeaſon or time 


of Day, and the rural ſcenes or places proper to ſuch. 
employments ; not without ſome regard to the ſeveral 
ages of Man, and the different paſſions proper to each 


age. 
at after all, if they have any merit, it is to be at- 


tributed to ſome . "ay old Authors, whoſe works as I 


had leiſure to ſtu 


y, ſo I hope I have not wanted care 
to imitate. | 
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THE FIRST 


PASTORAL. 


| To Sir 3 .. 
IRS in theſe fields I try the ſlvan ſtrains, 


8 F Nor bluſh to ſport on Vinadſor's bliſsful plains: - 
Pair Thames flow gently from thy ſacred ſpring, 
While on thy banks Sicilian Miſes ſing; 
Let vernal airs throꝰ trembling oſiers play, 
And Albion's cliffs reſound the rural lay. 
You, that too wiſe for pride, too good for pow'r, 
Enjoy the glory to be great no mores N 
And carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 
To all the world illuſtriouſly are loſt! 
O let my Muſe her ſlender reed inſpire, 
Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre: 
do when the Nightingale to reſt removes, 
The Thruſh may chant to the forſaken groves, 
But, charm'd to ſilence, liſtens while ſhe ſings, 
And all th* aerial audience clap their wings. 
Daphnis and Strephon to the ſhades retir d, 
Both warm'd by Love, and by the Muſe inſpir d; | 
Freſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon fair, i. £3 


in flow'ry vales they fed their fleecy care; e 
C And 


8 


Ihe various Seaſons of the rowling year; 


\ 
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And while Aurora gilds the mountain's ſide, 
Thus Dapbnis ſpoke, and Srrephon thus ** 
Darnnis. BS 
- Hear how the birds, on ev'ry bloomy ſpray, 
With joyous muſic wake the dawning day ! 


Why fit we mute when early Linnets fing, 
When warbling Philomel ſalutes the ſpring ? 


Why fit we ſad when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 1 
And laviſh nature paints the purple year? | - 


STREPHON. 


"Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, 
While yor flow Oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 


Here on green banks the bluſhing vr lets glow ; : 
Here weſtern winds on, breathing roſes blow. H 


F11 ſtake my lamb that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing ſhade ſurveys, 
| DAPHNIS. 
And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 
And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling vines: 
Four figures riſing from the work appear, 


And what is that, which binds the radiant sky, 
Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous order lie? 
DAM ON. 

Then ſing by turns, by turns the Muſes ſing, 
Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daiſies ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground; 
— the vales ſhall echo to the ſound. 

STREPHON. 
| lupe me, Phebus, in my Delia's praiſe 
With Waller's ſtrains, or Granville's moving lays! 
A milk- white bull ſhall at your altars ſtand, All 

That threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing aud, „ The 8 
"We AP * 
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DAPHNIS. 

O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 
And make my tongue victorious as her eyes; 
No lambs or ſheep for victims I'll impart, 
Thy victim, Love, ſhall be the ſhepherd's heart. 

STREPH ON. 

Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 
Then hid in ſhades, eludes her eager ſwain ; 

But feigns a laugh, to ſee me ſearch around, 
And by that laugh the willing fair is found, 
„„ AATHEWLIK | 

The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the green, 
She runs, but hopes ſhe does not run unſeen ; 
While a kind glance at her purſuer flies, 

How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 
STREPHON:- 

O'er golden ſands let rich Pa&olzs flow, 

And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 

Bleſt Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beauties yield, 

Feed here my lambs, I'll ſeek no diſtant field. 
DAPRHNIõS. bo 

Celeſtial Venus haunts Idalia's groves; - 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves; 

If Vindſor- ſhnades delight the matchleſs maid, 
Cynibus and Hybla yield to Wimaſor-ſhade. 
STREPHON. 

All nature mourns, the Skies relent in ſhow'rs, 
Huſh'd are the birds, and clo&d the drooping flow'rs ; 
lf Delia ſmile, the flow'rs begin to ſpring, * 
The skies to brighten, and the birds to ſing. 
DAPHNIS. 


All nature laughs, the groves freſh honours wear, 
The Sun's mild luſtre warms the vital ar; . 
C2 I 
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If Sylvia ſmiles, new glories gild the ſhore, 

And vanquiſh'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 
STREPHON. 

In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But Delia always; forc'd from Delia's ſight, 
Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 

| DAPHNIS. 

Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day, 
Ev'n ſpring diſpleaſes, when ſhe ſhines not here, 
But bleſt with her, tis ſpring throughout the year. 

| STREPHON. 

Say, ſhepherd, ſay, in' what glad ſoil appears 
A wond'rous Tree that ſacred Monarchs bears? 
Tell me but this, and I'll difclaim the prize, 
And give the — to thy Sylvia's eyes. 


DAPHNIS. Fo 


Nay tell me firſt, in what more happy fields, 
The Thiſtle ſprings, to which the Lilly yields? 
And then a nobler prize I will reſign, 
For ”_— charming Sylvia, ſhall be thine. 
D A M ON. 

Ceaſe to contend, for, Daphnzs, I decree 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee: 
Bleſt Swains, whoſe Nymphs in ev'ry grace excell, 
Bleſt Nymphs, whoſ&Swains thoſe graces ſing ſo well! 
Now riſe and haſte to yonder woodbine bow'rs, 
A ſoft retreat from ſudden vernal ſhow'rs; 
The turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown d, 
While opening blooms diffuſe their ſweets around. 
For ſee! the gath'ring flocks to ſhelter tend, 


And from the Pleiads fruitful ſhow” deſcend, 
SUMMER 
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A Faithful ſwain, whom Love had taughtto ang. 
Bewail'd his fate beſide a ſilver Spring; 
Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads 
Thro? verdant foreſts, and thro' flow'ry meads. 
There while he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, 
The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, 
The Natads wept in ev'ry watry bow? r, 
And Jove conſented in a ſilent ſhow'r. 
Accept, O Garth, the Muſe's early lays, 
That adds this weenh of Ivy to thy Bays ; 
Hear what from Love unpractis'd hearts endure, 
From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure! 
Ye ſhady beeches, and ye coo ing freaes, 
Defence from Phæbus, not from Capid's beams, 
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf l ſing, | 
The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 


Ev'n hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 2% | 


Why art thou prouder and more hard than they? Th 
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The bleating ſheep with-my complaints agree, 
They parch'd with heat, and J enflam'd by thee. 
The ſultry Sirius burns the thirſty plains, 


While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 


Where ſtray ye Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 
While your Alexts pines in hopeleſs love ? 


In thoſe fair fields where ſacred [/s glides, 


Or elſe where Cam his winding vales divides ? 
As in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face, 
Freſh riſing bluſhes paint the watry glaſs; 


But ſince thoſe graces pleaſe thy tight no more, * 


I ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 
Once I was skill'd in ev'ry herb that grew, 
And ev'ry plant that drinks the morning dew ; 


Ah wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 


To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 
Let other ſwains attend the rural care, 

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces ſhare; 

But nigh that mountain let me tune my lays, 


Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. 


That flute is mine which Coliu's tuneful breath 
Inſpir'd when living, and bequeath'd in death; 
He ſaid ; © Alexis, take this pipe, the ſame 
That taught the groves my Roſalinda's name — 
But now the reeds ſhall hang on yonder Tree, 
For ever ſilent, ſince deſpis'd by thee. 
Oh! were I made by ſome transforming pow'r 
The captive bird that fings within thy bow'r! 
Then might my voice thy liſt'ning ears employ, | + 
And I thoſe kiſſes he receives, enjoy. "X13 
And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng,””. 
Rough satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the ſong: 
The Nymphs forſaking ev'ry cave and ſpring, 
Their early fruit, and milk-white Turtles bring; 
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Each am'rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain, 
On you their gifts are all beſtow'd again! 


For you the ſwains the faireſt flow'rs deſign, 


And in one garland all their beauties join ! 
Accept the wreath which you deſerve alone, 
In whom all beauties are compriz'd in one. 
See what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear ! 
Deſcending Gods have found Ely/zz»: here. 


In woods bright Venus with Adonis ſtray d, 


And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt ſhade. 
Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the ſilent hours, 
When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly bow'rs ; 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry field, _ ., — 
And crown'd with corn, their thanks to Ceres yield. 


- This harmleſs grove no lurking viper hides, 


Put in my breaſt the ſerpent love abides. 

Here bees from bloſſoms ſiꝑ the roſy dew, . 
But your Alexis knows no ſweet but you. 
Some God conduct you to theſe bliſsful ſeats, 

The molly fountains, and the green retreats! 
Where-c'er you walk, cool gales ſhall fan the glade, 


Trees, where you fit, ſhall crowd into a ſhade. 


Where: er you tread, the bluſhing flow'rs ſhall riſe, 


And all things flouriſh where you turn your eyes. 
Oh! how I long with you to paſs my days, 
Invoke the Muſes, and reſound your praiſe! 
Your praiſe the birds ſhall chant in ev'ry grove, 
And winds ſhall waft it to the pow'rs above. 
But would you ſing, and rival Orpheas? ſtrain, 
The wond'ring foreſts ſoon ſhould dance again, 
1 he moving mountains hear the pow'rful call, 
And headlong ſtreams hang liſt'ning in their fall!! 
But ſee, the ſhepherds ſhun the noon-day heat, 
The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat, * 
;& | | * 
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To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks remove, 
Ye Gods! and is there no relief for love? 

But ſoon the Sun with milder rays deſcends | 
To the cool ocean, where his journey ends ; 
On me love's fiercer flames for ever prey, 

By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 
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The Twins 


PASTORAL 


To Mr. WICHERLET.. 


Eneath the ſhade a ſbreading Beech diſplays, 
Hylas and Ægon ſung their rural lays, 
To whoſe complaints the liſPning foreſts bend, 
While one his. Miſtreſs mourns and one his Friend : 
Ye Mantuan Nymphs, your facred ſuccour bring; 
Hylas' and Ægon's rural lays I ſing. 
Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus“ wit inſpire, 
The art of Terence, and Menander's fire, 
Whoſe ſenſe inſtructs us, and whoſe humour charms: 
Whoſe judgment ſways us, and whoſe rapture warms: 
Attend the muſe, tho? low her numbers be, 
She lings of friendſhip, and ſhe ſings to thee. 1 
NO 
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Now ſetting Phœbus ſhone ſerenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ſtreak'd with purple light; 
When tuneful Hylas with melodious moan 
Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains groan- 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away ! 
To Thyrſi: ear the tender notes convey ! 


As ſome ſad Turtle his loſt Love deplores, 


And with deep murmurs fills the ſounding ſhores ; 
Thus, far from Thyrfis, to the winds I mourn, 
Alike unheard, unpiti'd, and forlorn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along ! 
For him the feather d Quires neglect their ſong; 
For him the Limes their pleaſing ſhades deny; 
For him the Lillies hang their heads and die. 
Ye flow'rs that droop, forſaken by the ſpring, 
Ye birds, that left by ſummer, ceaſe to ſing, 
Ye trees that fade when autumn-heats remove, 
Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love? 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away ! 
Curs'd be the fields that cauſe my This“ ſtay: 
Fade ev'ry bloſſom, wither ev'ry tree, 
Die ev'ry flow'r, and periſh all but he. eh 
What have I faid? where - er my Thyrſis flies, 
Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flow'rs ariſe; 8 
Let opening roſes knotted oaks adorn, 
And liquid amber drop from ev'ry thorn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong, _ 
The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceale to love. 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty Swain, 
Not balmy ſleep to lab'rers faint with pain, 


Not ſhow'rs to Larks, or ſunſhine to the Bee, 


Are half ſo charming as thy ſight to me. G 
; 0, 
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Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
Come, Thyr/;s, come, ah why this long delay? 
Thro' rocks and caves the name of Thyr/is ſounds, 
Thyrſis, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. 
Ve pow'rs, what pleaſing frenzy ſooths my mind! 
Do lovers dream, or is my ſhepherd kind? 
He comes, my ſhepherd comes! — Now ceaſe my lay, 
And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my ſighs away! 
Next Agon ſung, while H/inaſor-groves admir'd, 
Rehearſe, ye Muſes, what your ſelves inſpir'd. 
EReſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain! 
Of perjur'd Doris, dying I complain! 
Here where the mountains, leſs'ning as they rife, 
Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the skies. | 
' While lab'ring Oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 
In their looſe traces from the field retreat; - 
While curling ſmoaks from village-tops are ſeen, 


And the fleet ſhades glide o'er the dusky green. : 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! g 
Beneath yon' Poplar oft' we paſt the day: ; 


Oft' on the rind I carv'd her am'rous vows, 
While ſhe with garlands grac'd the bending boughs : 
The garlands fade, the vows are worn away; 
So dies her love, and ſo my hopes decay. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain! 
Now bright Arctut us glads the teeming grain, 
Now golden fruits on loaded branches ſhine, 
And grateful cluſters ſwell with floods of wine, 
Now bluſhing berries paint the yellow grove; _ 
Juſt Gods! ſhall all things yield returns but love? 

Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! ; 
The ſhepherds cry, © Thy flocks are leſt a prey — 
Ah! what avails it me, the flocks to keep, 

Who loſt my heart while I preſerv'd my ſheep? 


Pan 
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Pan came, and ask'd, what magick caus'd my ſmart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart? 
What eyes but hers, alas, have pow'r to move! 
And is there magick but what dwells in love? 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrains! 
111 fly from ſhepherds, flocks, and flow'ry plains — 
From ſhepherds, flocks and plains, I may remove, 
Forſake mankind, and all the world but love! 
I know thee Love! wild as the raging main, | 
More fell than Tygers on the Lybian plain; 
Thou wert from A's burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay ! 
Farewell, ye woods! adieu, the light of day! 
One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my pains. 

No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ſtrains! 
Thus ſung the ſhepherds till th? approach of night, 
The skies yet bluſhing with departing light, | 

When falling dews with ſpangles deck'd the glade, 
And the low Sun had lengthen'd ev'ry ſnade. 


WINTER. 


Now fleeping flocks on their ſoft fleeces lie, 


Oh ſing of Daphne's fate, and Daphne's praiſe 
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FOURTH PASTORAL. 


To te M Monvof 


Mrs. TEMPEST. 


Lycipas. | 


T Hyrfis, the muſic of that murm ring ſpring | 
Is not ſo mournful as the ſtrains you ſing, 

Nor rivers winding thro? the vales below, 

So ſweetly warble, or ſo ſmoothly flow. 


The moon, ſerene in glory, mounts the sky, 
While filent birds forget their tuneful lays, 


THYRSI1S. 


Behold the groves that ſhine with ſilver froſt, 
Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loſt. 
Here ſhall I try the ſweet Alexis RR, 
That call'd the liſt ning Dryaas to the Ae | 
Thames heard the numbers, as he flow'd along, 
And bade his Willows learn the moving ſong. 

: LYCIDAS» 
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LYCIDAS. 
So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 

And ſwell the future harveſt of thy field. 

Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 

And ſaid; Ye ſhepherds, ting around my grave! 

Sing, while beſide the ſhaded Tomb I mourn, 

And with freſh bays her rural ſhrine adorn. 


THmYyRSI1Ss. 


Ye gentle Muſes leave your cryſtal ſpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylyans cypreſs garlands bring; 
Ye weeping loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, 
And break your bows, as when Adoxis dy'd; 5 
And with your golden darts, now uſeleſs grown, 
Inſcribe a verſe on this releating ſtone: 5 
« Let nature change, let heav'n and earth deplore, 
« Fair Daphne's dead, and love is now no more! 

Tis done, and nature's various charms decay; 
See gloomy clouds obſcure the cheerful day! 

Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 
Their faded honours ſcatter'd on her bier. 

See, where on earth the flow'ry glories lie, 

With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die. 
Ah what avail the beauties nature wore?  - 
Fair Daphne's dead, and beauty is no more! 

For her, the flocks refuſe their verdant food, 

Nor thirſty heifers ſeek the gliding flood. ; 
The filver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan, 

In ſadder notes than when'they ſing their own. 
Echo no more the rural ſong rebounds, 

Her name alone the mournful Echo ſounds, 

Her name with pleaſure once ſhe taught the ſhore, 
Now Dapbne's dead, and pleaſure is no more! 


X « | 
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No grateful de ws deſcend from ev ning skies, 

Nor morning odours from the flowers ariſe. 
No rich perfumes refreſh the fruitful field, 
Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, ſilent ſince her death, 

Lament the ceaſing of a ſweeter breath. 
_ Tt induſtrious bees neglect their golden ſtore; 
Fair Daphne's dead, and ſweetneſs is no more! 

No more the mounting Larks, while Daphne ſings, 

Shall lining in mid air ſuſpend their wings; 
No more the nightingales repeat her lays, 

Or hvſh'd with wonder, hearken from the ſprays : 
No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear, 
A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear; 
But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal ſhore, 
55 Fai air Daphn:'s dead, and muſicis no more! 
Her fate is whiſper'd by the gentle breeze, 
And told in ſighs to all the trembling trees; 
The trembling trees, in ev'ry plain and wood, 
| Her fate remurmur to the ſilver flood; 

The ſilver flood, fo lately calm, appears | 
 Swell'd with new paſſion, and o'erflows with tears; 
The winds and trees and floods her death deplore, 
Daphne, our grief! our glory now no more! 
But ſee! where Daphze wond'ring mounts on high; 
Above the clouds, aboye the ſtarry sky 
Eternal beauties grace the ſhining ſcene, 
Fields ever freſh, and groves for ever green 
There while you reſt in Amaranthine bowr's, ' 
Or from thoſe meads ſelect unfading flow'rs, 
Behold us kindly who your name implore, 
Daphne, our * as our grief no more! 
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How all things liſten, while thy Muſe complains! 
Such filence waits on Philomela's ſtrains, 
In ſome (till ev ning, when the whiſp'ring breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees: 
To thee, bright Goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 


If teeming .ewes encreaſe my fleecy breed. 
While plants their ſhade, or flow'rs their odours give, 


Thy name, thy honour, and thy praiſe ſhall live! 
THYRSIS. | 
See pale Orion ſheds unwholeſome dews, 
Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we muſt Time 
Adieu ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams and gro ves, 
Adieu ye ſhepherd's rural lays and loves! 
Adieu my flocks, farewell ye ſylvan crew, 
Dapbue farewell, and all the world adieu! 


MESSIAH 
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MESSIAH, 


 Sacked . 


In IMITATION of 


VIRGIL" o POLL10. 


| V E Nymphe uf Sohwe! begin the ſong: 
To heav'nly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 
The moſſy fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more—-- O thou my voice inſpire 
Who touch'd Iſaiab's hallow'd lips with fire! 
Rapt into future times, the Bard begun, 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 
From 1 Feſſe's root behold a branch ariſe, | 
Whoſe ſacred flow'r with fragrance fills the skies. 
Th' Ethereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic Dove- 
Ve 2 heav'ns! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
Andi in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r! 


1 1 Hab, e. II. v. 4. 2 cap. 45s v 8. 


— 


The 


hn), 3g; 
The 3 ſick and weak the healing plant. ſhall aid, 

From ſtorms a fhelter, and from heat a ſhade. 

All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ſhall fail; 
Returning 4 Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale; _ 

Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, COR 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. + 
Si fly the years, and riſe th* expected morn ! 

Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born ! 

See Nature haſtes her earlieſt wteaths to bring, 

With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring ! 

See lofty 5 Lebanon his head advance, 

See nodding foreſts-0n the mountains dance! 

See ſpicy clouds from lowly Sarez riſe, 

And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the Sies 

Hark! a glad voice the lonely deſart chears; 5 
Prepare the 6 way; a God, a God appears! N 
A God, a God! the vocal hills reply, f 
The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 

Lo Earth receives him from the bending skies! 
Sink down ye mountains, and ye vallies riſe : 
With heads declin'd, ye Cedars, homage pay; 
Be ſmooth, ye rocks, ye rapid floods: give N 
The Saviour comes! by ancient Bards foretold; 
Hear 7 him ye deaf, and all ye blind behold! 

He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye- ball pour the day: 

Tis he th? obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th' untolding ear. 
The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap cxulting ke the bounding Roe. 


3 cap. 25. v. 4. 4 cap. 9» v. 7. cap. 35. 7. 2. 
eee 5 


* 


No 


rr 


No ſigh, no murmur the wide world ſhall 1 
From ev'ry Face he wipes off ev'ry tear. | 
In 8 adamantine chains ſhall Death be bound, 
And Hell's grim Tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
As the good 9 ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Secks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep directs, 
By day o'erfees them, and by night protects; 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 2 
Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms; 
Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promis'd 10 father of the future age. 

No more ſhall 11 nation againſt nation riſe, 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er, 


Tze brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 


But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
And the broad faulchion in a plow-ſhare end. 
Then palaces ſhall riſe; the joyful 12 So 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd Sire begun; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the field. 118 
The ſwain in barren 13 deſarts with ſurprixze 
Sees Lillies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe, _ 
And ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 

New falls of water murm'ring in his ear: 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, © - 
The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh-nods. 


WH Waſte ſandy 14-vallies, once perplex'd with tom, 


— 


The ſpiry firr and | ſhapely | box — 


8 cap. 25. v. 8. 9 cap. 40. v. 11. 10 cap. __ 11. 
11 cap. 2. v. 4. 12 cap. 65. v. 21, 22. 13 cap. 
. 14. * and Cape 5. 80 


— 
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To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed, " 
And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed.  _ 


The 15 lambs with wolves ſhall grazethe verdant mead, 
And boys in flow'ry bands the Tyger lead; 
The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 
And harmleſs 16 ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 
The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take. | 
The creſted Baſilisk and fpeckled ſhake; - 
Pleas'd the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey, 

And with their forky tongue and pointleſs ſting ſhall play. 
Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial 17 Salem riſe! 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 

See, a long 18 race thy ſpacious courts adorn; 

See future ſons, and daughters yet unborn, - 

In crouding ranks on ev'ry fide ariſe, 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies 

See barb'rous 19 nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy Yight; and in ti Temple bend; 

See thy bright . ae with proftxate Kings, 

And heap'd with ptodutgfs G 20'Sabean fprings ! 

For thee Idume s ſpicy foreſts low;. "EM | 

And ſeeds of gold in Opbyr's mountains glow. 

See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 

And break upon thee in a flog of day 

No more the riſing 21 Sun fhall gild the morn, 

Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her ſilver horn, 

But loſt, diſfoly'd in thy ſuperior rays, 

One Tyde of glory, one unclouded blaze 


„ 


15 cap. 11. v. 6, 7, 8. 16 cap. 65. v. 25. 
17 Cap. 60. v. I. 18. cap. 60. v. 4. 19 cap. 
60. v. 3. 20 cap. 60. v. 6. 41 cap. 


D 2 Oerflow 
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O'erflow thy courts: The Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine! _ 
Tue 22 ſeas ſhall waſte, the skies in ſinoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away; 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving pow'r remains; 
þ Realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſah reigns! 


* 


| 22 cap · Fl. V. 6. and cap. 54. V. 10, 8 \ 
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ties attending it, I could not but obſerve a remarkable 
parity between many of the thoughts, and thoſe in the 
Pollio of Virgil. This will not ſeem ſurprizing when 
we reflect, that the Eclogue was taken from a Jibylline 
Prophecy on the ſame ſubject. One may Zuck that Vir- 
gil did not copy it line by line, but ſelected ſuch Ideas 
as beſt agreed with the nature of paſtoral Poetry, and diſpoſ- 
ed them in that manner which ſery'd moſt to beautify his 
piece. I have endeayour'd the ſame in this imitation of 
him, tho* without admitting any thing of my own; ſince it 
was written with this particular view, that the reader by 
comparing the ſeveral thoughts, might ſee how far the 
images and deſcriptions of the Prophet are ſuperior to 
thoſe of the Poet. But as I fear I have prejudiced them 
by my management, I ſhall ſabjoin. the paſſages of /as- 
ab, and thoſe of Virgil, under the ſame Gad vantage of 
a litteral tranſlation” OY 5 


#9 22229 n ee 6 20 PRADO 
Virgin Hall conceive 
All Crimes ſhall ceaſe, &c. 


Vis. E. 4. v 


Jam redit & Virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna, 
am nova progenies cœlo demittitur alto 
e duce, ſi qua manent ſceleris veſtigia noſtri, 
Irrita perpetua ſolvent formidine terras 
Pacatumque reget patriis virtatibus orbem. 


| Now 
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Now the Virgin returns, now the kingdom of Saturn 
returns, now a new Progeny is ſent down from high bea- 
ven. By means of thee, whatever religues of our erimes 
remain, ſhall be wif'd away, and free the world from per- 
petual fears. He ſhall govern the earth in peace, with 


the virtues of his Father. 


| Is 4 IAH, Ch. 7. V. 14. Behold a Virgin ſpall hve, 


and bear a Jon Ch. 9. V. 6, 7. Unto us a Child is 


born, unto us a Son is given; The Prince of Peace: of 
the increaſe of his government, and of his Peace, there 


Hall be no end: Upon the Throne of David, and upon his 


Kingdom, to order and to ſtabliſp it, with judgment and 


with juſtice, for ever and ever. 
See, Nature haſtes, &c. 


Vis C. E. 4. V. 18. 


At tibi prima, puer, nullo munuſcula cultu, 
Errantes hedæras paſſim cum baccare tellus, - 
- Mixtaque ridenti colocaſia fundet Acantho—— 
Ipſa tibi blandos fundent cunabula flores. 


Hur ibee, O Child, ſhall the earth, without being tilled, 


produce early offerings ; winding Ivy, with Baccar, and 
7 Solccafta mixed with ſmiling Acanthus. Thy Cradle 
all pour forth pleaſing flowers about thee. 1 


IS AIAR, Ch. 35 V. 1. The wilderneſs and the ſoli- 
tary place fhall be glad, and the deſert ſhall rejoice and 
bloſſom as the roſe. Ch. 60. V. 13. The glory of Leba- 
non ſhall come unto thee, the. firr-tree, the pine-tree, 
and the box together, to beantify the place of my Sanctu- 
ary. _ | Pd > | 


Hark! 


+ 
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| Hark! a glad Voice, &c. 
VIC. E. 4. V. 46. . 
ggredere © magnos, aderit jam tempus, honores, 
Cara deùm ſoboles, magnum Jovis incrementum--— 
Ipſi lætitia voces ad ſydera jactant 
Intonſi montes, ipſæ jam carmina rupes, 


Ipſa ſonent arbuſta, Deus, deus ille, Menalca! _ 
Us | E. 5. V. 62, 


0h come and receive the mighty honours: The time 
draws nigh, O beloved offepring of the Gods, O great en- 
creaſe of — The unculiivated mountains ſend fhouts. 
of joy to the ſtars, the very rocks fing in verſe, the very. 
farubs cry ont, A God, a GO | 


A 


ISAIAH, Ch, 40. V. 37 4. The voice of bim that cri- 
eth in the wilderneſs, Prepare ye the way of the Lord! 
make ſtraight in the 22 — b a higb way for our God! Eve 
ry valley ſhall be exalted nl every mountain and hill 

all be made low, and the crooked ſhall be made ſtraight, 
and the rough places plain, Ch. 44. V. 23. Break fors 25 : 
into ſinging, ye mountains! O foreſt, and every tree there- 


; in! for the Lord bath redeemed Iſrael. _.. - 

b The Swain in barren deſerts, &. 
. e 

d Molli paulatim flaveſcet campus ariſta, 

3 Incultiſque rubens pendebit ſentibus uva. 


Et duræ ' Quereus ſudabunt roſcida mella. 
2 grow yellow with ripen'd ears, and the 


75 gra 


Vat foe all bang upon the wild TO and the hard 
5 19 


Aiſtill bonty lite dew. © 
"UK; 
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come a pool, and 
habitution where dragons * all be graſs, with reedi and 


——_ Ch. 55. V. 13. Inſtead of the thorn ſhall come up the 
fir-tree, and 1 of * briar — 22 up the l 
tree. 


The lambs with wolves, &c. + 
VIC. E. 4. V. 21. eee 

Ipſe late domum referent diſtenta capella _ 
Ubera, nec magnos metuent armenta leones——- 


Occidet & ſerpens, & fallax herba veneni 
Occidet. —— 


De goats ſhall bear to the fold 4 waders: diflended 


( 


Es : wor ſhall the herds be afraid of the greateſt li- 


ang. The ſerpent ſhall die, and the berb that conceals poi- 


all die. 
7 3 Ch. II. V. 6 &c. The wolf ſhall dwell 
with the lamb, and the leopard all lie down with the 


' kid, andthe calf and the young lion and the fatliug Zoge- 


ther: ; and a little child ſhall lead them And the li- 


donn ſhall eat N aw like the ox. And the ſucking child ſhall 


Play on the hole of the aſp, and the weaned child ut 
bis On on the den of the cockatrice. * F 


Riſe crown'd with light, GCC. 

The thoughts that follow to the end of the Poem, are 
wonderfully elevated, and much above thoſegeneral ex- 
1 of Virgil which make the loftieſt parts of his 
— 04. 

Magnus ab integro ſeclorum naſcitur ordo! 

010 ſurget gens aurea mundo 

F incipient magui procedere menſes ! 

Aſdice, venturo letentur ut omnia ſæclol Se. 
"The reader needs only turn to the paſſages of I. wah, 
as _ ae Cited inthe * of the proce 5s 775571 


Fl -+ "4 & & 


ISAIAM, Ch. 35 V. ae arched ground | ſhall be- 
the thirſty ſb rings — water. 2 the 
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To the Right Honourable 


GEORGE Lord LansDowNn. 


] 


Non injuſſa cano: Te noſtre, Vare, myrice, 
Te Nemus ommne canet; nec Phabo gratior ulla eſt 
uam fibi que Vari pref eripfit pagina nomen, 
* Vino. Ecl. 6. 
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WINDSOR- F OREST. 
To the Right Honourable 


GEORGE lord LANSDO WN. 


HY foreſts, /indſor ! and thy green retreats, 
At once the Monarch's and the Muſe's ſeats, 
Invite my lays. 'Be preſent ſylvan Maids! 
Unlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades. 
Granville commands; your aid O Muſes bring! 
What Muſe for Grawvile can refuſe to ſing? 

The groves of Eden, vaniſh'd now ſo long, 
Live in deſcription, and look green in ſong; 
Theſe, were my breaſt inſpir'd with equal fame, 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 

Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water ſeem to ſtrive again, 

Not Chaos-like together cruſh'd and bruis'd, 

But as the world, harmoniouſly confus d: 

Where order in variety we ſee, 

And where, tho? all things differ, all agree, 

Here waving groves a checquer'd ſcene diſplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day; I 
As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addrefs 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs. 
There, interſpers'd in lawns and opening gl 
Thi trees ariſe * ſhun each others ſhades, 
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Here in full light the ruſſet plains extend; 
There wrapt in clouds the blueiſh hills aſcend : 
Ev'n the wild heath diſplays her purple dyes, 
And *midſt the deſert fruittul fields ariſe, 
That crown'd with tufted trees and ſpringing corn; 
Like verdant iſles the ſable waſte adorn. 


Let India boaſt her plams, nor envy we 


The weeping amber or the balmy tree, 

While by our Oaks the precious loads are born, 
And realms commanded which thoſe trees adorn. 
Not proud Olympar yields a nobler ſight, 

Tho? Gods aſſembled grace his tow'ring height, 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 
Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe Gods appear. 
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomoua crown'd, 


Here bluſhing Flora paints th' enamell'd ground, 


Here Ceres gifts in waving proſpect ſtand, 
And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand, 
Rich Induſtry fits ſmiling on the plains, 
And Peace and Plenty tell, a Saart reigns. 

Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 
A dreary deſert and a gloomy waſte, 
To ſavage beafts and * ſavage laws a prey, 
And kings more furious and ſevere than they: 
Who claim'd the skies, diſpeopled air and floods, 
The lonely Lords of empty wilds and woods. 
Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and caves, 
(For wiſer Brutes were backward to be ſlaves.) 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obey'd, 
And ev'n the Elements a Tyrant ſway'd? 
In vain kind ſeaſons ſwell'd the teeming grain, 


Soft ſhow'rs diſtill'd, and 


by” The F. weſt L gut. 
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Suns grew warm in vain; 
If 6 Mi TRA 1 —— — 
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The ſwain with tears to beaſts his labour yields, 
And famiſh'd dies am dit his ripen'd fields. 

No wonder ſavages or ſubjects ſlain 

Were equal crimes in a deſpotic reign, 

Both doom'd alike for ſportive Tyrants bled, 

But ſubjects ſtarv'd, while ſavages were fed. 
Proud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began, 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was Man. 

Our haughty Norman boaſts that barb'rous name, 
And makes his trembling flaves the royal game. 
The * fields are raviſh'd from th' induſtrious ſwains, 
From men their cities, and from Gods their fanes: _ 
The levelPd towns with weeds lic cover'd o'er; 
The hollow winds thro” naked Temples roar; 
Round broken columns claſping Ivy twin'd; 

O'er heaps of ruin ſtalk'd the ſtately hind; 

The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires, 

And wolves with howling fill the ſacred Quires, 
Aw'd by his Nobles, by his Commons curſt, 

Th' oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt, 
Stretch'd o'er the Poor, and Church, his iron = 
And treats alike his Vaſlals and his God. 

Whom ev'n the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dave, 
The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 

But ſee the man who ſpacious regions gave 

A waſte for beaſts, himſelf deny'd a grave! 

Stretch'd on the lawn his f ſecond hope ſurvey, 

At once the chaſer and at once the prey. 

Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 

Bleeds i in the foreſt, like a wounded hart. 


1 


* Alluding to the new foreſt, and the ryramvies ear 25 
cis d there Pd William the fir 


t Richard, ſecond ſox of Willem the C _— 
: h Succeeding 
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Succeeding Monarchs heard the ſubjects cries, Fw: 


Nor ſaw diſpleas'd the peaceful cottage riſe. - A 7 
Then gath'ring flocks on unknown mountains fed... 
O'er ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread; 
The foreſts wonder'd at th*. unuſual grain, 3. 
And ſecret tranſport touch d the conſcious Swain. 
Fair Liberty, Britanuia's Goddeſs, rears © 5 5 | 1 
Her chearful head, and leads the golden years. 
Ye vig'rous Swains ! while youth ferments yourblook} . 
And purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprightly flood. 
Now range the hills, the thickeſt woods beſet, A 
Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. 
When milder autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, 
And in the new-ſhorn field the Partridge feeds, 
Before his Lord the ready Spaniel bounds, - 
Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds, 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 
Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey ; 
Secure they truſt th unſaithful field, beſet, 
Till hov'ring oer em ſweeps the ſwelling net. 
Thus (if ſmall things we may with great compare) 
When Albion ſends her eager ſons to war, 
Pleas'd, in the Gen'ral's ſigkt, the hoſt lie down 
Sudden, before ſome unſuſpeCting town, 
The captive Race one inſtant makes our prize, 
And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flies. 


See! from the brake the whirring Pheaſant ſprings 
- And mounts exulting on triumphant wings. 
Snort is his joy; he ele the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
Ah! what avails his gloſly, varying dyes, 
His purple creſt, and {carlet-circled eyes, 
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The 5 his ſhining plumes unfold, 
His painted wings, and breaſt that flames with gold? 
Nor yet when moiſt Arcturus clouds the sky, 
be woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny: 

To plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, 
aq Ts trace the mazes of the circling hare. 
" (Beaſts taught by us, their fellow beaſts purſue, 
Aud learn of man each other to undo.) 

Wich ſlaught' ring guns th' unwearied fowler roves, 
Wben froſts have whiten'd all the naked groves; 
Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o erſhade, 

And lonely woodcocks haunt the watry glade. 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye; 

Strait a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen sky. 
Olt', as in airy rings they skim the heath, 

The clam'rous Plovers feel the leaden death: 

Ofr, as the mounting Larks their notes prepare, 

They fall, and teave their little lives in air. 

In genial Spring, beneath the quiv'ring ſhade, 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 
The patient fiſher takes his ſilent ſtand, 

Intent, his angle trembling in his hand ; 

With looks unmov'd, he hopes the ſcaly breed, 
And eyes the dancing cork, and bending reed. 
Our plenteous ſtreams a various race ſupply ; 
The bright-ey*d perch with fins of Tyrias dye, 
The filyer eel, in ſhining volumes rolPd, 

The yellow carp, in ſcales bedrop'd with gold, 
Swift trouts, diverſify'd with crimſon ſtains, 
And pykes, the tyrants of the watry plains. 

Now Cancer glows with Phebas” fiery car; 

The youth ruſh eager to the ſylvan war; 
Swarm o'er the lawns, the foreſt walks ſurround, 
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And earth rolls back beneath the flying ſteed. 
Let old Arcadia boaſt her ample plain, 
Tb' immortal huntreſs, and her virgin- train, 


Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam' d, 
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Th' impatient courſer pants in ev'ry vein, 
And pawing, ſeems to beat the diſtant plain, 
Hills, vales, and floods appear already croſs d, 
And e're he ſtarts, a thouſand ſteps are loſt. 
See! the bold youth ſtrain up the threat'ning ſteep, 
Ruſh thro? the thickets, down the vallies ſweep, 
Hang o'er their courſers heads with eager ſpeed, 


Nor envy, Windſor ! ſince thy ſhades have ſeen 
As bright a Goddeſs, and as chaſte a Queen; 
Whoſe care, like hers, protects the ſylvan reign, 
The earth's fair light, and Empreſs of the main. 
Here, as old Bards have ſang, Diana ſtray'd, 
Bath'd in the ſprings, or ſought the cooling ſhade ; 
Here arm'd with filver bows, in early dawn, 
Her buskin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. 


Thy offspring, Thames the fair Tae nam'd, 
(Lodoxe's fate, in long oblivion caſt, 

The Muſe ſhall ſing, and what ſhe fi ings ſhall laſt ;) 
Scarce could the Goddeſs from her nymph be known; 


But by the creſcent and the golden zone : a 
She ſcorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care; Of: 
A belt her waſte, a fillet binds her hair, | Th 
A painted quiver on her ſhoulder ſounds, __ The 
And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wounds. A 
It chanc'd, as eager of the chace the maid In 
Beyond the foreſt's verdant limits ſtray'd, A 
Pan ſaw and lov'd, and burning with deſire Tü. 
Purſu'd her flight, her flight encreas'd his fire. The 
Not half ſo ſwift the trembling Doves can fly, hs 


When the fierce Eagle cleaves the liquid sk) Fd 
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Not half ſo ſwiftly the fierce Eagle moves, . 
When thro? the clouds he drives the trembling Doves; 
As from the God ſhe flew with furious pace, . 
Or as the God, more furious, urg'd the chace. 

Now fainting, ſinking, pale, the nymph appears; 

Now cloſe behind his ſounding ſteps ſhe hears ; 

And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, 

(His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting Sun) 

And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 

Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 

In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for aid, / 

Nor could Diaua help ber injur'd maid. | 
Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray'd, nor pray'd in vain; 
« Ah Cynthia! ah tho* baniſh'd from _=y train, 
a Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, A 
« My native ſhades —— there weep, and murmur theres 
She ſaid, and melting as in tears ſhe lay, 

In a ſoft, ſilver ſtream diſſolv'd away 

The filver ſtream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps; 

Still bears the * name the hapleſs virgin bore, 

And bathes the foreſt where ſhe rang'd before. 

In her chaſte current oft” the Goddeſs laves, 

And with celeſtial tears augments the waves. 

Oft in her glaſs the muſing ſhepherd ſpies 

The headlong mountains and the downward skies, 

The watry Landskip of the pendant woods; © 
And abſent trees that tremble in the floods; 0 
in the clear azure gleam the flocks are ſeen, & 23 
And floating foreſts paint the waves with green. 

Thro? the fair ſcene roll flow the ling' ring ſtreams, 9 
Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the Thames, 
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Thou too, great father of the Britiſb floods ! 
With joyful pride ſurvey our lofty woods; 
Where tow'ring Oaks their ſpreading honours rear, 
And future Navies on thy banks appear. 
Not Neptune's ſelf from all his floods receives 
A wealthier tribute than to thine he gives. 
No ſeas ſo rich, ſo full no ſtreams appear, 
No lake ſo gentle, and no ſpring ſo clear. 
Not fabled Po more ſwells the Poet's lays, 
While thro? the skies his ſhining current ſtrays, 
Than thine, which viſits }:4dſor's fam'd abodes, 
To grace the manfion of our earthly Gods: 
Nor all his ſtars a brighter luſtre ſhow, 
Than the fair nymphs that gild thy ſhore below: 
Here Jove himſelf, ſubdu'd by beauty ſtill, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 

Happy the man whom this bright Court approves, 
His Sov'reign favours, and his Country loves: 
Happy next him who to theſe ſhades retires, 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Mulc inſpires, 
Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleaſe, 
Succeſſive ſtudy, exerciſe, and eaſe, 
He gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, 
And of their fragrant phyfic ſpoils the fields: 
With chimic art exalts the min'ral pow'rs, 
And draws the aromatick ſouls of flow'rs. 

Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; 
O''er figur; d worlds now travels with his eye. 
Of ancient writ unlocks the learned ſtore, 
Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages o'er. 
Or wand'ring thoughtful i in the ſilent wood, 
Attends the duties of the wiſe and good, 
T” obſerve a mean, be to himſelf a friend, 
To follow nature, and regard his end. 


at 
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Or looks on heav'n with more than mortal eyes, 
Bids his free ſoul expatiate in the skies, 
Amidſt her kindred ſtars familiar roam, 
Survey the Region, and confeſs her home! 
Such was the life great Scipio once admir'd, 
Thus Atticus, and Trambal thus retir d. 
Ye ſacred Nine! that all my foul poſſeſs, 
Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs, 
Bear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 
Of bow'ry mazes, and ſurrounding greens ; 
To Thames's banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
Or where ye Muſes ſport on Cooper's hill. 
(On Cooper's hill eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 
While laſts the mountain, or while Thames ſhall 8. 
I ſeem thro' conſecrated walks to rove, 
And hear ſoft Muſic dye along the grove; 
Led by the ſound I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 
By god-like Poets venerable made: 
Here his firſt lays majeſtick Denham ſung; 
There the laſt numbers flow'd from * Cowley's tongue. 
O early loſt ! what tears the River ſhed, 
When the ſad pomp along his'banks was led? 
His drooping ſwans on ev'ry note expire, | : 
And on his willows hung each Muſe's 1yre. 50 
Since fate relentleſs ſtopp'd their heav 'nly voice, 
No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice; 
Who now ſhall charm the ſhades where Cowley ſtrung 
His living harp, and lofty Denham ſung? 


But hark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings 
* theſe reviv'd? or is it Granville lings? 


— 
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Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreats, 
And call the Muſes to their ancient ſeats, | 
To paint anew the flow'ry ſylvan ſcenes, 

To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, 
Make Windſor-hills in lofty numbers riſe, 
And lift her turrets nearer to the skies; 

To ſing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 
And add new luſtre to her filver Star. 

Here noble * Surrey felt the ſacred rage, 

Surrey, the Granville of a former age: 
Matchleſs his pen, victorious was his lance; 
Bold in the liſts, and graceful in the dance: 

In the ſame ſhades the Cupidt tun'd his lyre, 
To the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft deſire: 
Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 
Then fill'd the groves, -as heav'nly Myra now. 

Oh would'ſt thou ſing what Heroes Windſor bore, 
What Kings firſt breath'd upon her winding ſhore, 
Or raiſe old Warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains ! 
With + Edward's acts adorn the ſhining Page, 
Stretch his long triumphs down thro' ev'ry age, 
Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's glorious field, 
The Lillies blazing on the regal ſhield. 

Then, from her Roofs when Verrio's colour's fall, 
And leave inanimate the naked wall; 5 
Still in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd Kore appear, 

. And bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear. 
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"Let ſofter ſtrains ill-fated · Hexry mourn, an 

And Palms eternal flouriſh round his urn. 

Here o'er the martyr- King the marble weeps, 

And faſt beſide him, oncesfear'd Edward ſleeps: 

Whom not th' extended Albion could contain, 

From old Belerium to the Northern main, 

The grave unites; where ev'n the Great find on, 

And blended lie th* oppreſſor and th' oppreſt ! 
Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known, 

(Obſcure the place, and un-inſcrib'd the ſtone) 

Oh fact accurſt! what tears has Albion ſhed, 

Heav'ns what new wounds! and how her old have bled? | 

She ſaw her ſons with purple deaths expire, 

Her ſacred domes involv'd in rolling fire, 

A dreadful ſeries of inteſtine wars, 

Inglorious triumphs, and diſhoneſt ſcars. 

At length great Anna ſaid Let diſcord ceaſs! 

She ſaid, the World obey'd, and all was Peace! 
In that bleſt moment, from his o0zy bed 

Old father Thames advanc'd his rey'rend head; 

His treſſes dropp'd with dews, and o'er the ſtream 24 

His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden gleam: 

Grav'd on his urn, appear'd the Moon that gui 

His ſwelling waters, and alternate tides; _ 

The figur'd ſtreams in waves of filver roll' d., 

And on their banks Aaguſta roſe in gold. 

Around his throne the ſea-born brothers ſtood, 

That ſwell with tributary urns his floud. 

Firſt the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 

The winding Iſis and the fruitful Tame : 

The Kenne t ſwift, for filver Eels renown'd; 

The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown'd; 


FO TT 


_—_— 
— 4 T. 


* Henry VI. f Edward IV. _ 
| 7 


1 3 - WinpgorFo REST. 


Cole, whoſe clear ſtreams his flow'ry iſlands laye; 
is And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave: 
|| The blue, tranſparent / ads/is appears; 
| The gu phy Lee his ſedgy treſſes rears: | 
= And allen Mole, that hides his diving flood ; 
And filent Darent, ſtain'd with Dauiſb blood. 
High in the midſt, upon his urn reclin'd, 
(His ſea- green mantle waving with the wind) 
The God appear d; he turn'd his azure eyes 
Where Windſor-domes and pompous turrets riſe; 
Then bow'd and ſpoke; the winds forget to roar, 
And the huſh'd waves glide ſoftly to the ſhore. 
Hail, ſacred Peace! hail long- expeꝙ ed days, 
| That Thamer's glory to the ſtars ſhall raiſe! 
Tho' Tyber's ſtreams immortal Rome behold, 
Tho' foaming Hermus ſwells with tides of gold, 
From heav'n itſelf tho? ſev n- fold Nilas flows, 
And harveſts on a hundred realms beſtows: _ 
Theſe now no more ſhall be the Myſe's themes, 
Loſt in my fame, as in the ſea their ſtreams. 
Let Palgets s banks with Iron ſquadrons ſhine, 
And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine, 
Let barb'rous Ganges arm a ſervile train; 
Be mine the bleſſings of a peaceful reign. 
No more my ſons ſhall dye with Brizi blood 
Red Iber's ſands, or Iſter's foaming flood; 
Safe on my ſhore each unmoleſted ſwain 
Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain ; 
The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace 
Of war or blood, but in the ſylvan chace; 
The trumpets leep, while chearful horns are blown, 
And arms employ'd on birds and beaſts alone. 
| Behold! th aſcending Viila's on my fide, 
Project long ſhadows o'er the chryſtal tide. 
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Behold! Azg#ſt2's glitt ring ſpires increaſe, 

And temples riſe, the beauteous works of Peace. 

I ſee, I ſee where two fair Cities bend _ 

Their ample bow, a new bite-hall aſcend ! 

There mighty nations ſhall enquire their doom, 

The world's great Oracle in times to come 

There Kings ſball ſue, and ſuppliant ſtates be ſeen 

Once more to bend before a Britiſp Queen. | 

Thy Trees, fair Hivdſor ! now ſhall leave their woods, 

And half thy foreſts ruſh into my floods, 

Bear Britains thunder, and her Croſs diſplay, 

To the bright regions of the riſing day; 

Tempt icy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 

Where clearer flames glow round the frozen Pole; 

Or under Southern skies exalt their ſails, | 

Led by new ſtars, and born by ſpicy gales ! 

For me the balm ſhall bleed, and amber flow, 

The coral redden, and the ruby glow, 

The pearly ſhell its lucid globe infold, 

And Phobus warm the ripening ore to gold. 

The time ſhall come, when free as ſeas or wind 

Unbounded Thames ſhall flow for all mankind,  - 

Whole nations enter with each ſwelling tide, 

ind Seas but join the regions they divide; 

Earth's diſtant ends our glory ſhall behold, 

And the new world launch forth to ſeek the old. 

Then ſhips of uncouth form ſhall ſtem the tide, 

And feather'd people crowd my wealthy fide, 

Whoſe naked youth and painted chiefs admire 

Dur ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange attire! 

Uh ſtretch thy reign, fair Peace! from ſhore to ſhore, 
ill conqueſt ceaſe, and flav'ry be no more: 

lll the freed Indians in their native groves _ 

Reap their own fruits, and wooe their ſable Loves, 
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Peru once more a race of Kings behold, 
And other Mexico's be roof'd with gold. 

Exil'd by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 

In brazen bonds ſhall barb'rous Diſcord dwell ; 
_ Gigantic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 
And mad Ambition, ſhall attend her there. 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 
Her weapons blunted, and extin& her fires: 
There hateful Envy her own Snakes ſhall feel, 
And Perſecution-mourn her broken wheel : 
There Faction roars, Rebellion bites her chain, 
And gaſping Furies thirſt for blood in vain. 

Here ceaſe thy flight, nor with unhatlow'd lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days. 
The thoughts of Gods let Eranville's verſe recite, 
And bring the ſcenes of op'ning fate to light. 

My humble Muſe, in unambitious ſtrains, 

Paints the green foreſts and the flow'ry plains, 
Where Peace deſcending bids her olives ſpring, 
And ſcatters bleſſings from her dove-like wing. 
Ev'n I more ſweetly paſs my careleſs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent ſhade with empty praiſe; 
Enough for me, that to the liſt ning ſwains 
Firſt in theſe fields I ſung the ſylvan ſtrains, 
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ils hard to ſay, if greater 1 want of skill 
uu Appear in writing or in judging ill; 
But, of the two, leſs dang'rous is th offence 
To tire our patience, than miſlead our ſence. 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 
Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſs; 
A fool might once himſelf alone expoſe, 
Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. 
Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 
Go juſt alike, yet each believes his o wu. 
In Poets as true Genius is but rare, | 
True Taſte as ſeldom is the Critic's ſhare; 
Both muſt alike from heav'n derive their light, 
Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write. 
Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excell, 
And cenſure freely who have written well. 
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ls S hard to ſay, if greater want of skill 

N Appear in writing or in judging ill; 

But, of the two, leſs dang'rous is thi offence 

Io tire our patience, than miſlead our ſence. 

Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 

Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſs; 

A fool might once himſelf alone expoſe, 

Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. 
Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 

Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own. 

In Poets as true Genius is but rare, 

True Taſte as ſeldom is the Critic's ſhare; 

Both muſt alike from heav'n derive their light, 

Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write. 

Let t ſuch teach others who themſelves excell, 

And cenſure freely who have written well. 
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Yet if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 
Moſt + have the ſeeds of judgment in their mind: 
Nature affords at leaſt a glimm'ring ligt; 
The lines, tho' touch'd but faintly, are drawn right. 
But as the ſlighteſt sketch, if juſtly trac'd, - ö 


Is by ill colouring but the more diſgrac'd, 

So by falſe learning! is good ſence defac'd: 

Some are bewilder'd in * maze of ſchools, 

And ſome made coxcombs nature meant but fools, 

In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſence, 

And then turn Critics in their own defence: 

Thoſe hate as rivals all that write; and others 

But envy wits, as cunuchs envy lovers. 

All ſuch have till an itching to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing ſide: - + 

If Mevizs ſcribble in Apollo's ſpight, + 5 

There are who judge till worſe than he can write, | 
Some have at firſt for Wits, then Poets paſt, 


Turn'd Critics next, and prov'd plain fools at laſt. 
Some neither can for Wits nor Critics paſs, 


As heavy mules are neither horſe nor aſs. 

Thoſe half-learn'd witlings, num'rous in our iſle, 

As half-form'd inſects on the banks of Nile; 

Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, 

Their generation” s ſo equivocal: 

Io tell 'em, would a hundred tongues require, 

Or one vain Wit's, that might a hundred tire. 
But you who ſeek to give and merit fame, 

And juſtly bear a Critic's noble name, 


Be ſure your ſelf and your own reach to know, 
How far your r genivs, taſte, ar and learning 805 3 
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Omer pacito quodam ſenſu, ſme ulla arte, A rani- 
one, que ſint in artibus ac ratiowibus recta ac prava diju- 


Acavi. Cic. de Orat. lib. 3. 
Launch 


— 


An Eſſay on CRITIC IS M. 53 

Launch not beyond your depth, but be diſcreet, 

And mark. that point where ſenſe and dulneſs meet. 
Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 
And wiſely curb'd proud man's pretending wit, 

As on the land while here the Ocean gains, 

In other parts it leaves wide ſandy plains; 

Thus in the ſoul while memory prevails, 
The ſolid pow'r of underſtanding fails; 

Where beams of warm imagination play, 

The memory's ſoft figures melt away. 

One ſcience only will one genius fit; 

So vaſt is art, ſo narrow human wit: 

Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 

But oft? in thoſe confin'd to ſingle parts. | 

Like Kings we loſe the conqueſts gain'd before, 

By vain ambition fill to make them more. 

Each might his ſev'ral province well command, 
Would all but ſtoop to what they underſtand. 

Firſt follow Nature, and your judgment frame 

By her juſt ſtandard, which is ſtill the ſame: 

Unerring Nature, ſtill divinely bright, | 

One clear, unchang'd, and vniverſal light, 

Life, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart, 

At once the ſource, and end, and teſt of art. 

Art from that fund each juſt ſupply provides, 

Works without ſhow, and without pomp preſides; 

In ſome fair body thus the ſecret ſoul 

With ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole: 

Each motion guides, and ev'ry nerve ſuſtains; 

Itſelf unſeen, but in th' effects, remains. | : 
There are whom heav'n has bleſt with ſtore of wit, 
Yet want as much again to manage it; 2 


ra 
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Fr For wit and judgment ever are at ſtrife, 
Tho? meant each other's aid, like man and wife, 
"Tis more to guide, than ſpur the Muſe's ſteed ; 
Reſtrain his fury, than provoke his ſpeed; | 
The winged courſer, like a gen'rous horſe, 
Shows moſt true mettle when you check his courſe. 


/Thoſe Rules of old diſcover'd, not devis'd, 
- Are nature till, but nature methodiz'd ; 
Nature, like Monarchy, is but reſtrain'd 
By the ſame laws which firſt herſelf ordain'd. 


| Hear how learn'd Greece her uſeful rules indites, 
When to repreſs, and when indulge our flights ! 
High on Parnaſſus top her ſons ſhe ſhow'd, 
And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trod, 
Held from afar, aloft, th' immortal prize, 
And urg'd the reſt by equal ſteps to riſe. 
Juſt * precepts thus from great examples giv'n, 
She drew from thern what they deriv'd from heav'n. 
The gen'rous Critic fann'd the Poet's fire, 
And taught the world with reaſon to admire. 
Then Criticiſm the Muſe's handmaid proy'd, * 

To dreſsher charms, and make her more belov'd: 
But following Wits from that intention ſtray'd; 
Who could not win the miſtreſs, woo'd the maid, 5 
Set up themſelves, and drove a ſep'rate trade; 
Againſt the Poets their own arms they turn'd, 
Sure to hate moſt the men from whom they learn'd. 
So modern *Pothecaries, taught the art 

By DoQtor's bills to play the Doctor's part, 
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* Nec enim artibus editis factum eſt ut argumenta in- 
veniremus, ſed dicta ſunt omnia antequam præciperentur, 
mon ea ſcriptores obſervata & collecta edideruni. _ 
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Bold in the praQice of miſtaken rules, | 
Preſcribe, apply, and call their maſters fools. 
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey, 
Nor time nor moths &er ſpoil'd ſo mach as they. 
Some dryly plain, without invention's aid, 
Write dull receipts how poems may be made; 
Theſe loſt the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay, 

And thoſe explain'd the meaning quite away. 
You then whoſe judgment the right courſe would ſteer, 
Know well each Ancient's proper charaQer; 

His fable, ſubje&, ſcope in ev'ry page; 

Religion, country, genius of his age: 

Without all theſe at once before your eyes, 

Cavil you may, but never criticize, 

Be Homer's works your ſtudy, and delight, 

Read them by day, and meditate by night, | 

Thence form your judgment, thence your notions bring, 

And trace the Muſes upward to their ſpring. 

Still with itſelf compar'd, his text peruſe ; 

And let your comment be the Mantzan Muſe. 
When firſt young Maro ſung of Kings and wars, 

Ere warning Phebas touch'd his trembling ears, 

Perhaps he ſeem'd above the Critic's law, 

And but from nature's fountains ſcorn'd to draw; 

But when t'examine ev'ry part he came, 

Nature and Homer were, he found. the ſame: - 

Convinc'd, amaz'd, he checks the bold defign; ? 


And rules as ftri& his labour'd works confine, 
As if the Stagyrite o'erlook'd each line. 
Learn hence for ancient rules a juſt eſteem; 
To copy nature is to copy them. 


* Virgil, Eclog. 6. Cam canerem Reges & Prelia, 
Cyntbius aurem vellit—— 
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Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 
For there's a happineſs as well as care, 
Muſic reſembles Poetry, in each 

Are nameleſs graces which no methods teach, : 
And which a maſter-hand alone can reach. 

If, * where the rules not far enough extend, 

(Since rules were made but to promote their end) 
Some lucky Licence anſwers to the full 

TH intent propos'd, that Licence is a rule. 

Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, 

May boldly deviate from the common track. 

Great Wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, 

And riſe to faults true Critics dare not mend; 

From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 

And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 

Which, without paſſing thro' the judgment, gains 
The heart, and all its end at once attains. 

In proſpects, thus, ſome objects pleaſe our eyes, ? 
Which out of nature's common order riſe, 

The ſhapeleſs rock, or hanging precipice. 5 
But care in poetry muſt ſtill be had, 

It asks diſcretion ev'n in running mad: 

And tho' the Ancients thus their rules invade, 

(As Kings diſpenſe with laws themſelves have made) 
Moderns beware! or if you muſt offend 3 
Againſt the Precept, ne'er tranſgreis its End; 

Let it be ſeldom, and compell'd by need; 

And have at leaſt their precedent to plead, 


Neue tam ſancta ſunt iſta Precepta, ſed hoc quicquid 


eſt, Utilitas excogitavit; Non negabo autem ſic utile eſſe 
plerumque; verum ſi eadem illa nobis aliud ſuadebit utt- 
kitas, hanc, relitis magiſtrorum autoritatibus, ſequemur- 
Quintil. lib. 2, cap. 13. . 
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The Critic elſe proceeds without remorſe, 

Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 
I know there are, to whoſe preſumptuous thoughts 

Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem faults. 

Some figures monſtrous and miſ-ſhap'd appear, 

Conſider'd ſingly, or beheld too near, 

Which, but proportion'd to their light, or place, 

Due diſtance reconciles to form and grace. 

A prudent chief not always mult diſplay 

His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array, 

But with th* occaſion. and the place comply, 

Conceal his force, nay ſeein ſometimes to fly. 

Thoſe oft”. are ſtratagems which errors ſeem, 

Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 
Still green with bays each ancient altar. ſtands, 

Above the reach of laerilegious hands; 

Secure from flames, from envy's fiercer rage, 

Deſtructive war, and all-devouring age. 

See, from each clime the learn'd their incenſe bring: 

Hear, in all tongues conſenting Pæan ring! 

In praiſe ſo juſt let ev'ry voice be join'd, 

And fill the gen'ral Chorus of mankind ! 

Hail, Bards triumphant! born in happier days; 

Immortal heirs of univerſal praiſe! 

Whoſe honours with increaſe of ages grow, 

As ſtreams roll down, enlarging as they flow ! 

Nations unborn your mighty names ſhall ſound, 

And worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found! 

Oh may ſome ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 

The laſt, the meaneſt of your ſons inſpire, 

(That on weak wings, from far, purſes your flights: 

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 

To teach vain Wits; a ſcience little known, 

T” admire ſuperior ſenſe, — their own! 
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Of all the cauſes which conſpire to blind 

Man's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, 

What the weak head with ſtrongeſt biaſs rules, 

Is pride, the never- failing vice of fools. 

Whatever nature has in worth deny'd, | 

She gives in large recruits of needful pride; 

For as in bodies, thus in ſouls, we find | 

What wants in blood and ſpirits, ſwell'd with wind: 
Pride, where wit fails, ſteps in to our defence, 

And fills up all the mighty void of ſence! 

If once right reaſon drives that cloud away, 
Truth breaks upon us with reſiſtleſs day; 
Truſt not your ſelf; but your defects to know, 
Make uſe of ev'ry friend and ev'ry foe. 


A little Learning is a dang'rous thing; 

Drink deep, or taſte not the Pierian ſpring; 
There ſhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 

And drinking largely ſobers us again. 

Fir'd at firſt fight with what the Muſe imparts, 
In fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind, 
Short views we take, nor ſee the lengths behind; 
But more advanc'd, behold with ſtrange ſurprize - 
New diſtant ſcenes of endleſs ſcience riſe ! 

So pleas'd at firſt the tow'ring Alps we try, 
Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem to tread the sky, 
Th' eternal ſhows appear already paſt, 

And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt : 
But thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey | 
The growing labours of the lengthen'd way, 

TH increaſing proſpe& tires our wand ring eyes, 
Hills peep o'er hills, and 4þs on Ape ariſe! 
| s A 
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A perfect Judge will read each work of wit 
With the ſame ſpirit that its Author writ, 
Survey the Whole, nor ſeek ſlight faults to find; 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind; 
Nor loſe, for that malignant dull delight, 

The gen'rous pleaſure to be charm'd with wit. 

But in fuch lays as neither ebb, nor flow, 

Correctly cold, and regularly low, 

That ſhunning faults, one quiet tenour keep; 

We cannot blame indeed but we may ſleep. 
In wit, as nature, what affects our hearts 

Is not th' exactneſs of peculiar parts; 

'Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 

But the joint force and full reſult of all, 13 1 | 
Thus when when weview ſome well-proportion'ddoms, 
(The world's juſt wonder, and ev'n thine O ** 

No ſingle parts unequally ſurprize; 

All comes united to th* admiring eyes; 

No monſtrous height, or breadth, or length appear ; 
The Whole at once is bold and regular. 

Whoever thinks a faultleſs piece to lee, | 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er ſhall be. 
I" e ry work regard the writer's End, 
vince none can compaſs more than they intend ; 
And if the means be juſt, the conduct true, 

Applauſe, in ſpight of trivial faults, is due. 

As men of breeding, ſometimes men of wit, 

T' avoid great errors, mult the leſs commit: 
Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays, 
For not to know ſome trifles, is a praiſe. 
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© An Eſſay on CRITICIS M. 
Moſt Critics, fond of ſome ſubſetvient art, 

Still make the whole depend upon a part, 

They talk of principles but notions prize, 

And all to one lov'd Folly ſacrifice. 

Once on a time, La Mancha's Knight, they ſay, 
A certain Bard encount'ring on the way, 
Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, 
As &er could Dennis, of the laws o'th' ſtage; 
Concluding all were deſp'rate ſots and fools, 

TT hat durſt depart from Ariſtotle's rules. 

Our author, happy in a judge ſo nice, 

Produc'd his Play, and begg'd the knight's advice; 
Made him obſerve the ſubject, and the plot, 
The manners, paſſions, unities, what not? 

All which, exact to rule, were brought about, 
Were but a Combate in the liſts left out. 


What! leave the combate out? v exclaims the knight; 


Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagyrite. 
Not ſo by heav'n” (he anſwers in a rage) 
“ Knights, {quires, and ſteeds, muſt enter on the ſtage.” 
The ſtage can ne'er ſo vaſt a throng contain, 
« Then build a new, or act it in a plain... 
Thus Critics of leſs judgment than caprice, 
Curious, not knowing, not exad, but nice, 
Form ſhort Ideas; and offend in arts 
(As molt in manners,) by a love to parts. 
Some to conceit alone their taſte confine, 
And glitt'ring thoughts ſtruck out at ev'ry line; 
Pleas d with a work where nothing's juſt or fit; 
One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. 
Poets like painters, thus, unskill'd to trace 
The naked nature and the living grace, 
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With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part, | 
And hide with Ornaments their want of art. 

True * wit is nature to advantage dreſs'd, 

What oft” was thought, but n&er ſo well expreſs'd; 

Something, whoſe truth convinc'd at ſight we find, 

That gives us back the image of our mind. 

As ſhades moſt ſweetly recommend the light, 

So modeſt plainneſs ſets off ſprightly wit ; 

For works may have more wit than does em good, 
As bodies periſh through excels of blood. 


Others for language all their care expreſs, 
And value books, as women men, for Dreſs: 
Their praiſe is ſtill— the ſtyle is excellent: 
The ſenſe, they humbly take upon content. 
Words are like leaves ; and where they moſt abound, 
Much fruit of ſenſe beneath i is rarely found. 
Falſe Eloquence, like the Priſmatic glaſs; 
Its gawdy colours ſpreads on ev'ry place; 
The tace of nature we no more ſurvey, 
All glares alike, without diſtinction gay: bs 
But true expreſſion, like th' unchanging ſun, 
Clears, and improves whate'er it ſhines upon, £ 
t gilds all objects, but it alters none. 
Expreſſion is the dreſs of thought, and till 
Appears more decent, as more ſuitable; 
A vile conceit in pompous words expreſs'd, | 
ls like a clown in regal purple dreſs'd ; | 
For diff rent ſtyles with diff rent ſubje&s ſort, | 
As ſev'ral garbs with country, town .and court. _ | | 
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eipiunt animi quod agnoſcunt. — lib. 8. c. 3. 
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Some * by Old words to fame have made pretence: 
Ancients in phrale, meer moderns in their ſence ! 
Such labour'd nothings, in ſo ſtrange a ſtyle, _ 
Amaze th' unlearn'd, and make the learned ſmile. 
Unlucky, as Fungoſo in the f Play, 
Theſe ſparks with auk ward vanity diſplay 5 
What the fine Gentlemen wore Veſterday: 
And but ſo mimic ancient wits at beſt, 
As apes our grandſires, in their doublets dreſt. 
In words, as faſhions, the ſame rule will hold; 
Alike fantaſtic, if too new, or old; 
Be not the firſt by whom the new are try'd, 
Nor yet the laſt to lay the old afide. 

But moſt by Numbers judge a Poet's ſong, - 
And ſmooth or rough, with them, is right or wrong; 
In the bright Muſe tho' thouſand charms conſpire, 
Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire; 

Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their ear, 
Not mend theirminds ; as ſome to Church repair, ( 
Not for the doctrine, but the muſic there. 


| * Abolita & abrogata retinere, inſolentiæ cujuſdam et 
ts frivole in parvis jactautiæ. Quintil, lib. 1. c. 6 

Op * eft at Verba a vetuſtate repetita neq ue crebre An 

fit, neque manifeſia, quia nil eſt odioſius offeBlation But 


nec utique ab ultimis repetita temporibus, ratio cuju Th 
ſumma virtus eſt perſpicuitas, quam ſit vitioſa fr ea WI 
interprete? Ergo ut novorum optima erunt maximè de- Th 

tera, ita veterum maxime nova. Idem. No 

Ben Johnſon's Every Max in his Humour. N 
F. Luis 2 ſermo eſt? quis enim d niſt carmine mol " 
„ Nunc demum numero fluere ut per læve ſeveros H. 1 


fundat junctura ungues : [cit tendere rerſum; Non ſecus 
ac ft oculo rubricam dirigat uno. Perſius, Sat. 1. 
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Theſe equal ſyllables alone require, 


Tho? * oſt' the ear the open vowels tire; 

While expletives their feeble aid do join; 

And ten low words oft' creep in one dull line; 
While they ring round the ſame unvary'd chimes, 


With ſure returns of ſtill-expeQed rhymes. 


Where-e'er you find the cooling weſtern breeze, 

In the next line, it whiſpers thro' the trees; 

If cryſtal ſtreams with pleaſing marmurs creep, 

The reader's threaten'd (not in vain) with ſleep. 
Then, at the laſt, and only couplet fraught 

With ſome unmeaning thing they call a Thought, 

A needleſs Alexandrine ends the ſong, | 
That like a wounded ſnake, drags its flow length along. 
Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhimes, and know 
What's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly flow ; 

And praiſe the eaſy vigour of a line, | 
Where Denbam's ſtrength, and MWaller's ſweetneſs join. 
True eaſe in writing comes from art, not chance, 

As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance. 
Tis not enough no harſhneſs gives offence, 
The ſound muſt ſeem an echo to the ſence. 
Soft is the ſtrain when Zephyr gently blows, 
And the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flows; 
But when loud billows laſh the ſounding ſhore, 

The hoarſe, rough verſe ſhould like the torrent roar. 
When 4jax ſtrives, ſome rock's vaſt weight tothrow, 
The line too labours, and the words move ſlow ; 

Not ſo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 
Flies o'er th? unbending corn, and skimsalong the main. 
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* * crebras vocalium conc ur ſiones, que vaſtam 
atque hiantem orationem reddunt. Cic. ad erenn. lib. 
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Now his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury glow, 


Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt. 


Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify. 


7 | N 8 
64 An Eſſay on CRITIoISM. 
Hear how * Timotheus various lays ſurprize, 

And bid alternate paſſions fall and riſe! 

While, at each change, the ſon of Lybian Jove 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love: 


Now ſighs ſteal out, and tears begin to flow: 

Perſiaus and Greeks like turns of nature found, 

And the World's victor ſtood ſubdu'd by Sound! 

The pow'r of Muſic all our hearts allow ; 

And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 
Avoid Extreams ; and ſhun the fault of ſuch, 

Who till are pleas'd too little, or too much. 

At ev'ry trifle ſcorn to take offence, 

That always ſhows great pride, or little ſence; 

Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are not ſure the beſt, 


Yet let not each gay Turn thy rapture move, 
For fools aumire, but men of ſence approve. 
As things ſeem large which we thro? milts deſcry, 


Some the French writers, ſome our own deſpiſe; 7 
The ancients only, or the moderns prize. | As 
(Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is apply'd 80 
To one ſmall ſect, and all are damn'd beſide.) B 
Meanly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, & 
And force that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 5 An 
Which not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 0 
But ripens ſpirits in cold northern climes; But 
Which Tom the firſt has ſhone on ages paſt, A] 
Enlights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt. Th 


= Alexander's Fea or the Power of Muſic ; An Ode , 
by Mr. Dryden. 28 ; T1 
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(Tho each may feel encreaſes and decays, 
And ſee now clearer and now darker days) 
Regard not then if wit be old or new, 
But blame the falſe, and value ſtill the true. 

Some ne'er advance a judgment of their own, 
But catch the ſpreading notion of the town; 
They reaſon and conclude by precedent, 
And own ſtale nonſenſe which they ne' er invent. 
Some judge of authors names, not works, and then 
Nor praiſe, nor blame the writings, but the men. 
Of all this ſervile herd, the worſt is he 
That in proud dulneſs joins with Quality, 
A conſtant Critic at the great man's board, 
To fetch and carry nonſenſe for my Lord. 
What woful ſtuff this madrigal would be, 
In ſome ſtarv'd hackny Sonneteer, or me? 
But let a Lord once own the happy lines, 
How the wit brightens / how the ſtyle refines! 
Before his ſacred name flies ev'ry fault, 
And each exalted Stanza teems with thought! 

The Vulgar thus through imitation err; 
As oft? the Learn'd by being ſingular; _ 
So much they ſcorn the crowd, that if the throng 
By chance go right, they purpoſely go wrong: 
So Schiſmatics the plain believers quit, 
And are but damn'd for having too much wit. 

Some praiſe at morning what they blame at nigbt; 
But always think the laſt opinion right. 
A Muſe by theſe is like a miſtreſs us'd, 
This hour ſhe's idoliz'd, the next abus'd; 
While their weak heads, like towns unfortity'd, 
Twixt ſence and nonſence daily change their ſide. 
Ask them the cauſe; they're wiſer ſtill, they ſay, 
And ſtill to morrow's wiſer than to day. 


We 
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We think our fathers fools, ſo wiſe we grow; 
Our wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us fo. 
Once School - divines this zealous iſle o'erſpread; 
Who knew moſt Sentences, was deepeſt read; 
Faith, Goſpel, all, ſeem'd made to be diſputed, 
And none had ſence enough to be confuted: 
Scotiſts, and Thom:fis,now in peace remain, 
Amidfſt their kindred cobwebs in Ducł- lane. 
If Faith itſelf has diff*rent dreſſes worn, 
What wonder Modes in wit ſhould take their turn? 
| Oft', leaving what is natural and fit, 
| The current folly proves our ready wit; 
| And authors think their reputation ſafe, 
Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 
Some valuing thoſe of their own ſide, or mind, 
Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankind : 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, 
When we but praiſe our ſelves in other men. 
Parties in Wit attend on thoſe of State, 
And publick faction doubles private hate. 
Pride, malice, folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 
In various ſhapes of Parſons, Critics, Beaus ; 
But ſence ſurviv'd, when merry jeſts were paſt; 
For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt. 
Might he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 
New Blackmores and new Milbourus muſt ariſe : 
Nay ſhould great Homer lift his awful head, 
Zoilus again would ſtart up from the dead. 
Envy will merit, as its ſhade, purſue; _ 
But like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance true. 
For envy'd Wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 
Th' oppoling body's groſſneſs, not its own. 
When firſt that ſun too pow'rful beams diſplays, 
It draws up vapours which obſcure its rays: 


2 ——— by — p 
* * - 5 a ** 
2 — "a LOS of” — 

- 


Ty fk. 


rl rl]. CO mJ Xt wn) hoe by 


. 


oo 


But 


A 


An Eſſay en CRITICIS M. 


But ev'n thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 
Be thou the firſt true merit to befriend, 
His praiſe is loſt, who ſtays till all commend. 
Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 
And *tis but juſt to let em live betimes. 
No longer now that golden age appears, 
When Patriarch-wits ſurviv d a thouſand years; 
Now length of fame (our ſecond life) is loſt, 
And bare Threeſcore is all ev'n that can boaſt: 
Our ſons their father's failing Language ſee, 
And ſuch as Chaxcer is, ſhall Dryde# be. 
So when the faithful pencil has deſign'd 
Some bright Idea of the maſter's mind, 
Where a new world leaps out at his command, 
And ready nature waits upon his hand; 
When the ripe colours ſoften and unite, 
And ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and light, | 
When mellowing years their full perfection give, ? 
And each bold figure juſt begins to live; 
The treach'rous colours the fair art betray, 
And all the bright creation fades away! . 
Unhappy Wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
Atones not for that envy which it brings. 
In youth alone its empty praiſe we boaſt, 
But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is loſt! : 
Like ſome fair flow'r the early ſpring ſupplies, 
That gaily blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies. 
What is this wit which muſt our cares employ ? 
The owner's wife, that other men enjoy ; 
Still moſt our trouble when the moſt admir'd; 
The more we give, the more is ſtill requir d- 
The fame with pains we gain, but loſe with eaſe; 
t Sure ſome to vex, but never all to pleaſe; 
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"Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſuun; 
By fools tis hated, and by knaves undone! 

If wit ſo mueh from ign'rance undergo, 
Ah! let not learning too commence its foe! 
Of old, thoſe met rewards who could excell, 
And ſuch were prais'd who but endeavour'd well : 
Tho triumphs were to Gen'rals only due, 
Crowns were reſerv'd to grace the Soldiers too. 
Now, they who reach Parnaſſus' lofty crown, 
Employ their pains to ſpurn ſome others down. 
And while ſelf love each jealous writer rules, 
Contending wits become the ſport of fools. 


But till the worſt with moſt regret commend, 


For each ill author is as bad a friend. | 
To what baſe ends, and by what abject ways, 
Are mortals urg'd thro' ſacred Luit of praiſe! 
Ah! ne er ſo dire a thirſt of glory boaſt, 

Nor in the Critic let the man be loſt ! 


Good nature and good ſenſe muſt ever join; 


To err is humane, to forgive, divine. 

But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain, 

Not yet purg'd off, of ſpleen and ſow'r diſdain, 
Diſc harge that rage on more provoking crimes, 
Nor fear a dearth in theſe flagitious times. 

No pardon viſe Obſcenity ſhould find, 


Tho? wit and art conſpire to move your mind; 


But Dulneſs-with obſcenity muſt prove 

As ſhameful ſure as Impotence in love. 

In the fat age of pleaſure, wealth, and eaſe, 

Sprung the rank weed, and thriv'd with. large increaſe ; 
When Love was all an eaſy Monarch's care; 
Seldom at council, never in a war: 5 

Jilts rul'd the ſtate, and ſtateſmen Farces writ; 

Nay wits had penſions, and young Lords had 29 * 
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The fair ſate panting at a Courtier's play, 

And not a Mask went un- improv'd away: 

The modeſt fan was lifted up no more, 

And virgins ſtnil'd at what they bluſh'd before— 

The following licence of a foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain; 

Then firſt the Belgian morals were extoll'd; 
We their religion had, and they our gold: 

Then unbelieving Prieſts reform d the nation, 
And taught more pleaſant methods of ſalvation; 
Where heav'n's free ſubje&s might their rights diſpute . 
Leſt God himſelf ſhould ſeem too abſolute. 
Pulpits their ſacred ſatyre'learn'd to ſpare, 
And Vice admir'd to find a flatt'rer there! 
Encourag'd thus, wit's Titans brav'd the skies, 
And the Preſs groan'd with licenc'd blaſphemies— . 
Theſe monſters, Critics! with your darts engage, | 
Here point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage! 

Yet ſhun their fault, who, ſcandalouſly nice, 

Will needs miſtake an author into vice; 

All ſeems infected that th' infected ſpy, 

As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 

Learn then what Morals Critics ought to ſhow ; 
For *tis but half a judge's task to know. 

'Tis not enough, wit, art, and learning join; 
In all you ſpeak, let truth and candor ſhine: 
That not alone what to your judgment's due, 
All may allow; but ſeek your friendſhip too. 

Be filent. always when you doubt your ſence; 
And ſpeak, tho' ſure, with ſeeming diffidence: 
Some poſitive, perſiſting fops we know, 

That, if once wrong, will needs be always ſo; 
But you, with pleaſure own your errors paſt, 
And make, each day, a Critic on the laſt. | 
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Tis not enough, your counſel ſtill be true; 
Blunt truths more miſchief than nice falſhoods do; 
Men muſt be taught as if you taught them not, 
And things unknown propos d as things forgot. 
Without good breeding, truth is diſapproy'd ; 
That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belov d. 
hee niggards of advice on no pretence; 
For the worſt avarice is that of ſenſe. 
With mean complacence neꝰ er betray your truſt, 
Nor be ſo civil as to prove unjuſt: 
Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe; 
Thoſe beſt can bear reproof, who merit praiſe. 


*'T were well, might Critics ſtill this freedom take; 


But Appius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 
And ſtares, tremendous, with a threat'ning eye, 
Like fome fierce Tyrant in old Tapeſtry ! 
Fear moſt to tax an Honourable fool, 

Whoſe right it is, uncenſur'd to be dull; 
Such without wit are Poets when they pleaſe, 
As without learning they can take Degrees. 
Leave dang'rous truths to unſucceſsful _ 


| Whom, when they praiſe, the world believes no mo 
Than when they promiſe to give ſcribling o'er. 
*Tis beſt ſometimes your cenſure to reſtrain, 
And charitably let the dull be vain. 
Your filence there is better than your ſpite, 
For who can rail ſo long as they can write ? 
Still humming on, their drowzy courſe they keep, 
And laſh'd ſo long, like Tops, are laſh'd aſleep. 
_ Falſe ſteps but help them to renew the race, - 
As after ſtumbling, Jades will mend their pace. 
What crowds of theſe, impenitently bold, 
In faunds and jingling ſyllables grown old, | 
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Still run on Poets, in a raging vein, 2 27 
Ev'n to the dregs and ſqueezings of the brain; 
Strain out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenſe, 
And rhyme with all the rage of Impotence! 

Such ſhameleſs Bards we have; and yet tis true, 
There are as mad, abandon'd Critics too. 
The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read. 
With loads of learned lumber in his head, 
With his own tongue ſtill edifies his ears, 
And always liſt'ning to himſelf appears. 
All books he reads, and all he reads aſſails, 
From Dryden's Fables down to D——y's Tales. 
With him, moſt authors ſteal their works, or buy; - 
Garth did not write his own Diſpenſary. 
Name a new Play, and he's the Poet's friend, 
Nay ſhow'd his faults—but when wou'd Poets mend? 
No place ſo ſacred from ſuch fops is barr'd, 
Nor is Paul's church more ſafe than Paul's church · yard: 
Nay, fly to altars; there they'll talk you dead; 
For fools ruſh in where Angels fear to tread. __ 
Diſtruſtful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, - : 


It (till looks home, and ſhort excurſions makes; 
But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks ; 
And never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide, 

Burſts out, reſiſtleſs, with a thund'ring tide! _ 
But. where's the man, who counſel can beſtow, _ 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know ! 

Unbiaſs'd, or by favour, or by ſpite; 

Not gully prepoſſeſsd, or blindly right; 

Tho' learn'd, well-bred ; and tho* well-bred, fincere; 
Modeſtly bold, and humanly ſevere? | 

Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhow, 
9 the merit of a foe? 
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Bleſt with a taſte exact, yet-unconfin'd ; 

A knowledge both of books and humankind; 

Gen'rous converſe ; a ſoul exempt from pride: 

And love to praiſe, with reaſon on his fide? 
Such once were Critics ; ſuch the happy few, 

Athens and Rome in better ages knew. | 

The mighty Sragyrite firſt left the ſhore, 

Spread all his fails, and durſt the deeps explore; 

He ſteer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd far, 
Led by the light of the Meœonian Star. 

Poets, a race long unconfin'd and free, 

Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty, 

Receiv'd his Laws; and ſtood convinc'd, twas fit 

Who conquer'd N. ature, ſhould preſide o'er Wit. 

Horace till charms with graceful negligence, 

And without method talks us into ſence, 

Will like a friend, familiarly convey 

The trueſt notions in the eaſieſt way. 

He, who ſupreme in judgment, as in wit, 

Might boldly cenſure, as he boldly writ, 

Vet judg'd with coolneſs tho? he ſung with * 

> His precepts teach but what his works inſpire. 

Our Critics take a contrary extreme, | 

They judge with fury, but they write with phle'n me: 

Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong Tranſlations 

By Wits, than Critics in as wrong Quotations. | 
See þ Dionyſius Homer's thoughts refine, 

And call new beauties forth from ev'ry line! 
Fancy and art in gay Petroxins pleaſe, 

The ſcholar's learning, with the courtier's eaſe. 
In grave Quintilian's copious work, we find 

The juſteſt rules, and cleareſt method Join'd: 
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Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 
All rang' d in order, and diipos'd with grace; 
Nor thus alone the curious eye to pleaſe, 
But to be found, when need requires, with eaſe. 
Thee, bold Longinus! all the Nine inſpire, 
And bleſs their Critic with a Poet's fire. 
An ardent judge, who zealous in his truſt, 
With warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt; 
Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws, | 
And is himſelf that great Sublime he draws. * 
Thus long ſucceeding Critics juſtly reign'd, 
Licence repreſ'd, and uſeful laws ordain'd. 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, 
And arts (till follow'd where her Eagles flew. 
From the ſame foes, at laſt. both felt their doom, 
And the fame age ſaw Learning fall, and Rome. 
With tyranny, then ſuperſtition join d. 
As that the body, this enſlav'd the mind; 
Much was believ'd, but little underſtood, 
And to be dull was conſtru'd to be good. 
A ſecond deluge learning thus o'er-run, 
And the Monks finiſh'd what the Gorbs begun. 
At length Eraſmes, that great, injur'd name, 
(The glory of the Prieſthood, and the ſhame !) 
dtem' d the wild torrent of a barb'rous age, 
And drove thoſe holy Jindals off the ſtage. | 
But ſee! each Muſe, in Leo's golden days, 
tarts from her trance, and trims her wither'd bays! 
Rome's ancient Genius, o'er its ruins ſpread, 
dhakes off the duſt, and rears his rev rend head! 
Then Sculpture and her fiſter-arts revive; _ 
Nones leap'd to form, and rocks began to live; 
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With ſweeter notes each rifing Temple rung; 
A Raphael painted, and a Vida ſung! 
Immortal Vida! on whoſe honour'd brow 
The Poet's bays and Critic's ivy grow: 
Cremona now ſhall ever boalt thy name, 
ö As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! + 
But ſoon by impious arms from Latium chas'd, 
Their ancient bounds the baniſh'd Muſes paſt ; 
Thence arts o'er all the northern world advance; 
But critic learning flouriſh'd moſt in Frauce: 
I ) be rules, a nation born to ſerve, obeys; 
And Berleax (till in right of Horace ſways. 
But we, brave Britout, foreign laws despis'd, 
And kept unconquer'd, and unciviliz'd, 
Fierce for the liberties of wit, and-bold, 
We ſtill defy'd the Romans, as of old, 
Yet ſome there were, among the ſounder few 
Of thoſe who leſs preſum'd, and better knew, 
Who durſt aſſert the juſter ancient cauſe, | 
And here reſtor'd Wit's fundamental Jaws. 
Such was the Muſe, whoſe rules and practice tell, 
Nature's * chief maſterepiece is writing well. 
Such was Roſcommon not more learn'd than good, 
With manners gen'tous as his noble blood; 
To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
And ev'ry Author's merit but his own. 
Such late was Walſb - the Muſe's judge and friend, 
Who juſtly knew to blame or to commend; | \ 
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+ M. Hieronymus Vida, an excellent Latin Poet, 1h 
durit 1 of Poetry in Verſe. Me floutiſh'd in the time 
of Leo X. | 


* : * Eſſey on Poetry, by the Duke of Buckingham. 
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To failings mild, but zealous for deſert; 

The cleareſt Head, and the fincereſt Heart. 

This humble praiſe, lamented Shade! receive, 

This praiſe at leaſt a grateful Muſe may give; 

The Muſe, whoſe early Voice you taught to ſing, 
Preſcrib'd her heights, and prun'd her tender wing, 
(Her guide now loſt) no more attempts to riſe, 

But in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries: 
Content, if hence th* unlearn'd their wants may view, 
The learn'd reflect on what before they knew: 

Careleſs of Cenſure, nor too fond of Fame, 

Still pleas'd to praiſe, yet not afraid to blame; 

Averſe alike to flatter, or offend, | 

Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 
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Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos, 
Sed juvat hoc precibut me tribuiſſe tuis. 
| MARTIAL. 
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Mrs. Arabella Fermor. 
MADAM, 


T will be in vain to deny that I have ſome regard for 
this piece, fince I dedicate it to You. Yet you may bear 
me witueſs, it was intended only to divert a few young 
Ladies, who have good ſenſe aud good humour enough to 
laugh not only at their ſexs little unguarded Follies, but 
at their own. But as it was communicated with the air 
of a 77 - ſoon found its way into the world. An 1 
erfect Copy having been offer'd to a Bookſeller, you 
© good — for m ate conſent to the — of 
one more correct: This I was forc'd to before I had exe- 
cuted half my deſign, for the Machinery was entirely 
wanting to compleat it. 

The Machinery, Madam, is a term invented by the 
Critics, to ſi . that part which the Deities, Angeli, or 
Demons, are made to act in a Poem: For the ancient 
Poets are in one reſpect like many modern Ladies; let an 
action be never ſo trivial in it ſelf, they always make it 
appear of the utmoſt importance. Theſe Machines I deter- 
min d to raiſe on a very new and odd foundation, the Ro- 
licrucian doctrine of 5 FD 

I know how diſagreeable it is to make uſe of hard words 
before a Lady; but tis ſo much the concern of a Poet to 
have his works underſtood, and particularly by your Sex, 
that you muſt give me leave to explain two or three diffi 
cult terms. ITED h * | 


ini miſchief; but the Sylphs, whoſe habitation is in the 
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The Roſicrucians are 4 people I muſt bring you ac- 
er f with. The beſt account I know of them it in a 
rench Book called Le Comte de Gabalis, which both 
in its title and fize 1s ſo like a Novel, that many of the 
Fair Sex have read it for one by miſtake. According 10 
theſe Gentlemen, the four Elements are inhabited by Spi. 
rits, Re call Sylphs, Gnomes, Nymphs, 4219 - 
lamanders. The Gnomes, or Demons of Earth, delight 
air, are the beſt coudition'd creatures imaginable. For they 
ſay, any mortals may enjoy the moſt intimate familiari- 
ties with theſe gentle Spirits, upon a condition very eaſy 
to all true adepts, an inviolate preſervation of Chaſitty. 
Ai to the following Canio's, all the paſſages of them are 
as fabulous, as the Viſion at the beginning, or the Trans- 
Formation at the end; | except the loſs of your Har, 
which I always name with Reverence, ] The Human per- 
ons are as fictitious as the Airy ones; and the character of 
Belinda, as it is vow manag ad, reſembles Du in nothing bui 
in Beauty, _ 
If this Poem had as many Graces as there are in your 
| Perſon, or in your Mind, yet I could never hope it ſhould 
paſs thro the world half ſo Uncenſur'd as You have done, 
But let its fortune be what it will, mine is happy enough, 
to have given me this occaſion of aſſuring You that I am, 
_ withtbe trueſt eſteem, | 


MADAM, 
Tour muſh Obedient, 
Humble Servant, 
A. Porr. 
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CANTO I 


HAT dire Offence from am'rous cauſes ſprings, 
What mighty conteſts riſe from trivial things, 
| ing —— This verſe to C , Muſe! is due: 
This, ev'n Belinda may vouchſafe to view: 
Slight is the ſubject, but not ſo the praiſe, 
If She inſpire, and He approve my lays. 
Say What ſtrange motive, Goddeſs! could compel 
A well-bred Lord t' aſſault a gentle Belle 
Oh ſay what ſtranger cauſe, yet unexplor'd, 
Cou'd make a gentle Belle reje a Lord? 
And dwells ſuch rage in ſofteſt boſoms then? 
And lodge ſuch daring ſouls in Little men? 
Sol thro' white curtains ſhot a tim'rous ray, 
And op'd thoſe eyes that muſt eclipſe the day; 
Now lap. dogs give themſelves the rowſing ſhake, 
And ſleepleſs lovers juſt at twelve awake: 
Thrice rung the bell, the flipper knock'd the ground, 
And the preſs'd watch return'd a filver ſound. 
Belinda ſtill her downy pillow preſt, 
Her guardian Sy/ph prolong'd the balmy reſt. 
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"T'was he had ſummon'd to her ſilent bed 


The Morning-dream that hover'd o'er her head. 4 
A Youth more glitt'ring than a Girth-night Beau, 
(That even in flumber caus'd her cheek to glow ) ] 
Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, ; 
And thus in whiſpers ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay. F 
Faireſt of mortals, thou diſtinguiſh'd care I 
Of thouſand bright Inhabitants of Air! 8 
If &er one viſion touch'd thy Infant thought, / 
Of all the Nurſe and all the Prieſt have taught, 1 
Of airy Elves by moon light ſhadows ſeen, If 
The ſilver token, and the circled green, T 
Or virgins viſited by Angel-powers, A 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav'nly flow's, 
Hear and believe! thy own importance know, R 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. Fi 
Some ſecret truths from Learned Prige conceal'd, A 
To Maids alone and Children are reveal'd: N 
What tho? no cregjg:goubting Wits may give? In 
The Fair and Inn nt ſhall (till believe. | 82 
Know then, unnaher'd ſpirits round thee fly, Ti 
The light Militia of the lower sky; * 
Theſe, tho? unſeen, are ever on the wing, W 
Hang o'er the Box, and hover round the Ring: T 
Think what an Equipage thou haſt in air, Tt 
And view with ſcorn two Pages and a Chair. | 
As now your own, our beings were of old, Fo 
And once inclos'd in Woman's beauteous mold; Tt 
Thence, by a ſoft tranſition, we repair W 
From earthly Vehicles to theſe of air. Th 
Think not, when Woman's tranſient breath is fled, W 


That all her vanities at once are dead: 
Succeeding vanities ſhe till regards, | 
And tho' ſhe plays no more, ofcrlooks the cards. 1 
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Her joy in gilded Chariots, when alive, 
And love of Ombre, after death ſurvive. 

For when the Fair in all their pride expire, 

To their firſt Elements their Souls retire: _ 
The Sprites of fiery Termagants in flame 
Mos up, and take a Salamander's name. 
Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 

And fip, with Nyrophs, their elemental Tea. 
The graver Prude finks downward to a Gnome, 
In ſearch of miſchief (till on earth to roam. 

The light Coquettes in Sy/pbs aloft repair, 
And ſport and flutter in the fields of air. 

Know farther yet; whoever fair and chaſte 
Rejects mankind, is by ſome H embrac'd: 

For Spirits, freed from mortal laws, with eaſe 
Aſſume what ſexes, and what ſhapes they pleaſe, 
What guards the purity of melting maids, 
In courtly Balls, and midnight Maſquerades, 
Safe from the treach'rous friend,. and daring ſpark, 
The glance by day, the whiſper in the dark; __ 
When kind occafion prompts their warm deſires, 
When muſic ſoftens, and when dancing fires? 
"Tis but their $y/ph, the wiſe Celeſtials know, 
Tho' Hozoar is the word with Men below. 

Some nymphs there are, too conſcious of their face, 
For Life predeſtin'd to the Gnomes embrace. 
Theſe ſwell their proſpects, and exalt their pride, 
When offers are diſdain'd, and love deny'd. 
Then gay Ideas crowd the vacant brain, 
While Peers and Dukes, and all their ſweeping train, 
And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 
And in ſoft ſounds, your grace ſalutes their ear. 
'Tis theſe that early taint the female ſoul, 
inſtruct the eyes of young Coquettes to roll, 3 
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Teach Infants cheeks a bidden bluſh to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a Beau. 

Ofr when the world imagine Women ſtray, 
The Syiphs thro? myſtic mazes guide their way, 
Throꝰ all the giddy circle they purſue, 

And old impertinence expel by new. 

What tender maid but muſt a victim fall 

To one man's Treat, but for another's Ball? 
When Florio ſpeaks, what virgin could withſtand, 


If gentle Damon did not ſqueeze her hand? 


With varying vanities, from ev'ry part, 
They ſhift the moving Toyſhop of their heart; 


Where Wigs with Wigs, with Sword-knots, Sword. 


knots ſtrive, 
Beaus baniſh Beaus, and Coaches Coaches drive. 


This erring mortals Levity may call, 
Oh blind to truth! the Sy contrive it all. 
Of theſe am I, who thy protection claim, 


A watchful Sprite, and Ariel is my name. 


Late, as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of Air, 
In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 
I faw, alas! ſome dread event impend, 
E're to the main this morning Sun deſcend. 
But heav'n reveals not what, or how, or where: 
Warn d by the l, oh pious Maid, beware! 
This to diſcloſe is all thy guardian can; 
Beware of all, but moſt beware of man 
He ſaid; w hen Shock, who thought ſhe ſlept too long, 


Leap'd up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue. 


*T'was then Belinda! if report ſay true, $ 
Thy eyes firſt open'd on a Billet-doux; 


Wounds, charms, and ardors, were no ſooner read, + 
But all the Viſion vaniſh'd from thy head. 
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And now, unveil'd, the Toilet ſtands i d, 
Each ſilver Vaſe in myſtic order laid. 

Firſt, rob'd in white, the nymph intent adores 
With head uncover'd, the coſmetic pow'rs. 

A heav'nly Image in the glaſs appears, 

To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears; 
Th inferior Prieſteſs, at her altar's ſide, 
Trembling, begins the ſacred rites of Pride. 
Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 
The vari ..us off rings of the world appear; 

From each ſhe nicely culls with curious toil, 


And decks the Goddeſs with the glittting ſpoil. 


This casket India's glowing gems unlocks, 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 

The Tortoiſe here, and Elephant unite, 

Transform'd to Combs, the ſpeckled, and the white. 
Here files. of Pins extend their ſhining rows, 

Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billet-doux. 

Now awful Beauty puts on all its arms; . 
The fair each moment riſes in her charms, 

Repairs her. ſmiles, awakens ev'ry grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face; 

Sees by degrees a purer bluſh ariſe, 4 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 

The buſy Sy/phs ſurround their darling care, 

Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair, 


Some fold the ſleeve, while others plait the gown; 


And _ $ prais'd for labours not her own. 
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OT with more glories, in th* etherial plain, | 
The Sun firſt riſes o'er the purple main, 
Than iſſuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Labnch'd on the boſom of the filver Thames, 
Fair nymphs, and well-dreſt youths around her ſhone, 

But ev'ry eye was fix'd on her alone. 12 

On her white breaſt a ſparkling Croſs ſhe wore, 
Which Jews might kiſs, and Infidels adore. 

Her lively looks a ſprightly mind dicloſe, 


Quick as her eyes, and as unfix'd as thoſe: 


Favours to none, to all ſhe ſmiles extends, 


Oſt' ſhe rejects, but never once offends. - 


Bright as ide Sun, her eyes the gazers ſtrike, _ 
And, like the ſan, they ſhine on all alike. 
Yet graceful eaſe, and ſweetneſs void of ptide, 


Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide: 
I to her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 
Look on her face, and you'll forget em all. 


This nymph, to the deſtruction of mankind, 
;Nouriſh'd two Locks, which graceful — * "Þ 
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ln equal cutls, and well conſpir'd to deckx 


With ſhining ringlets her ſmooth iv'ry neck: 


Love in theſe labyrinths his ſlaves detains, 
And mighty hearts are held in ſlender chains. 
With hairy ſprindges we the birds betray, 
Sight lines of hair ſurprize the finny prey, 
Fair treſſes man's imperial race inſnare, 
And beauty draws us with a ſingle hair. 
Th' advent'rous Baron the bright locks admir'd, ' 
He ſaw, he wiſh'd, and to the prize aſpir'd: 
Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray; 
For when ſucceſs a Lover's toil attends, 
Few ask, if fraud or fotce attain'd his ends. 
For this, e're Phœbus roſe, he had implor' 
Propitious heav*n, and ev'ry pow'r ador'd, 
But chiefly Love —— to Love an altar built, 
Of twelve vaſt French Romances, neatly gilt, 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves; 
And all the trophies of his former loves. 
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am'rous fighs to raiſe the fire. 
Then proſtrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long poſſeſs the prize: + 
The Pow'rs gave ear, and granted half his prayer, 
The reſt, the winds dispers'd in empry air. i 
But now. ſecure the painted veſſel glides,” 
The ſun-beams trembling on the floating tides, 
While melting muſic ſteals upon the sky, 
Aud ſoften'd ſounds along the waters die. 10 
Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda ſinibd, and all the world was gay. 
All but the Sy/pþ — with careful thoughts oppreſt? 
Th impending woe fate heavy on his breuſt. 5 
| | | 5 
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Hie ſummons ſtrait his Denizens of air; 
The lucid ſquadrons round the fails repair : 
Soft ger the ſhrouds aerial whiſpers breath, 
That ſeem'd but zephyrs to the train 8 
Some to the ſun their inſect-ings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or ſink in clouds of gold. 
Tranſparent forms, too fine for mortal ſight, 
Their fluid bodies half diſſolv'd in light. 
Looſe to the winds their airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew; * 
Dipt in the richeſt tincture of the skies, 
Where lights diſports in ever-mingling dies, 
While ev'ry beam new tranſient colours flings, 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wg. 
Amid the circle, on the guilded malt, 
Superior by the head, was Arve/ plac'd ; 
His purple pinions op'tung to the ſun, 
He rais'd his azure wand, and thus begun, 
. Ye Syipbs and $y/phids, to your chief give ear, 
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons hear! 
Ye know the ſpheres and various tasks afſign'd, 
By laws eternal, to th aerial kind. 
Some in the fields of pureſt Arber play, 
And bask and whiten in the blaze of day. 
8 Some guide the courſe of wand'ring orbs on high, 
3 Or roll the planets thro? the boundleſs sky. 
Some leſs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 
Hover, and catch the ſhooting ſtars by night; 
Or ſuck the miſts in groſſer air below, 
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew fierce tempeſts on the wintry main, 
Or o'er the glebe diſtill the kindly rain. 
Others on earth o'er humane race preſide, 
Watch all their ways, and all their —_— guide: 


Or 


The Rave of the Lock, 
Of theſe the chief the care of nations own, 
And guard with Arms divine the Brizifo Throne. 

Our humbler province is to tend the fair; 

Not a leſs pleaſing, tho! lefs glorious cate. 
To fave the powder from too rude a gale, 
Nor let th' impriſon'd effences exhale,  - 
To draw freſh colours from the vernal flow'rs, 
To ſteal from rainbows e're they drop in:ſhow'rs 
A brighter waſh; to curl their waving hairs, | 
Afſiſt their bluſhes, and inſpire their airs; 
Nay oft”, in dreams, invention we beſtow, 
To change a flounce, or add a furbelo. 
This day, black Omens threat the brighteſt fair 
That e' er deſerv'd a watchful fpirit's care; 
dome dire diſaſter, or by force, or 1light; 
but what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night. 
Whether the nymph ſhall break Diana's Law, 
Ot ſome frail China jar receive a flaw, 
Or (tain her honour, or her new br 
Forget her pray'rs, or miſs a maſquerade, 
Or loſe her heart, or necklace, at a Ball; e 
Or whether heav'n has doom'd that Shock muſt fall. 
taſte then ye ſpirits! to your charge repair; 
The flutt'ring tan be Zephyrezta's care; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we confign ; 
ind Momentilla, let the watch be thine; 5 
Do thou, Criſpiſſa, tend her fav'rite Lock; 
lriel himſelf ſhall be the guard of Shock. 
To fifty choſen Sy/pbs, of ſpecial note, 
We truſt th* important charge, the Petticoat: 
Of have we known that ſey*nfold fence to fail, 
Tho' iff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale. 
form a ſtrong line about the filver bound, 
ind guard the wide circumference around. 
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Whatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, 


His poſt negle&s, or leaves the fair at large, 


Shall feel ſharp, vengeance ſoon o'ertake his ſins, 
Be ſtopp'd in vials, or transfixt with pins; 


Or plung'd in lakes of bitter waſhes lye, 

Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye; 
Gums and Pomatums ſhall his flight reſtrain, 
While clog'd he beats his ſilken wings in vain; 
Or Alom-(typticks with contracting pow'r 
Shrink his thin eſſence like a rivell'd flow'r: 
Or as Ixion fix'd, the wretch ſhall feel 

The giddy motion of the whirling Mill, 
In fumes of burning Chocolate ſhall glow, 
And tremble at the ſea that froths below ! 

He ſpoke; ; the ſpirits from the ſails deſcend ; 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend, 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair, 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear ; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate. 
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O Loſe by thoſe meads, for ever crown'd with flow'rs, 
Where Thames with pride ſurveys his rifing tow*rs» 
There ſtands a ſtructure of majeſtic frame, 
Which from the neighb'ring Hampton takes its name. 
Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft” the fall foredoom 
Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 
Here thou, great Auna! whom three realms obey, 
Doſt ſometimes counſel take——and ſometimes Tea, 
Hither the heroes and the nymphs reſort, 
To taſte a while the pleaſures of a Court; 
In varidus talk th' inſtructive hours they paſt, 
Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt; 
One ſpeaks the glory of the Br:ziſþ Queen, 
And one deſcribes a charming Indian ſcreen ; 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 
At ev'ry word a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan ſupplies each pauſe of chat, 
With ſinging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 
Mean while declining from the noon of day, 
1 ſun obliquely ſhoots his burning ray; = 
H 2 The 


And the long labours of the Toilet ceaſe—— 
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The hungry Judges ſoon the ſentence ſign, 

And wretches hang that Jury-men may dine; 

The merchant from th' Exchange returns in peace, 


Belinda now, whom thirſt of fame invites, 

Burns to encounter two advent'rous Knights, 

At Ombre ſingly to decide their doom; 

And ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come. 

Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 

Each band the number of the ſacred nine. 

Soon as ſhe ſpreads her hand, th' aerial guard 

Deſcend, and fit on each iinportant card: 

Firſt Ariel perch'd upon a Matadore, 

Then each, according to the rank they bore; 

For $ylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 

Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place, 

_ Behold, four Kings in majeſty rever d, 

With hoary whiskers and a forky beard: 

And four fair Queens whoſe hands ſuſtain a flow'r, 

Th' expreflive emblem of their ſofter pow'r; 

Four Knaves in garbs ſuccinct, a truſty band, 

Caps on their heads, and halberds in their hand ; 

And particolour'd troops, a ſhining train, 

Draw forth to combate on the velvet plain. 

The skilful nymph reviews her force with care; 
Let Spades be trumps, ſhe ſaid, and trumps they were. 
| Now move to war her ſable Matadores, 

In ſhow like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors. 

Spadillio firſt, unconquerable Lord! 

Led off two captive trumps, and ſwept the board. 

As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 

And march'd a Victor from the verdant field. 

Him Baſto follow'd, but his fate more hard _ 
Gain d but one trump and one Plebeian card. * 
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With his broad ſabre next, a chief in years, | 
The hoary Majeſty of Spades appears; 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd; 
The reſt, his many-colour'd robe conceal'd. 
The rebel-Knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage. ; 
Ev'n mighty Pam that Kings and Queens o'erthrew, . 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of La, 
Sad chance of war! now, deſtitute of aid, 
Falls undiſtinguiſh'd by the victor Spade! 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 
Th' imperial conſort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club's black Tyrant firſt her victim dy'd, 
dpite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous pride: 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
His giant limbs, in ſtate unwieldy ſpread; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 
And, of all monarchs, only graſps the globe? 
The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace; 
Th' embroider'd King who ſhows but half his face, 
And his refulgent Queen, with pow'rs combin'd, 
Of broken troops an eaſy conquelt find. 
Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diſorder ſeen, 
With throngs promiſcuous ſtrow the level green. 
Thus when diſpers'd a routed army runs, 
Of Afia's troops, and Afric's fable ſons, 
With like confuſion different nations fly, 
In various habits, and of various dye, 
The pierc'd battalions diſunited fall, | 
In heaps on heaps; one fate o'erwhelms them all. 
The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 
And wins (oh ſhameful chance!) the Queen of — 
| © t 


fog, 


94 The Rays of the Lock. . 
At this, the blood the virgin's cheek forſook, Ade 
A livid paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look ; 
She ſees, and trembles at th' approaching ill, 
Joſt in the jaws of ruin, and Cod#le. 
And now, (as oft' in ſome diſtemper'd ſtate) 

Qn one nice Trick depends the gen'ral fate. 
An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth: The King unſeen 
Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive Queen: 
He iprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls like thunder on the proſtrate Ace. 
The nymph exulting fills with ſhouts the sky, 
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 

Oh thovughtleſs mortals ! ever blind to fate, 
Too ſoon dejected, and too ſoon elate! 

Sudden, theſe honours ſhall be ſnatch'd away, 


And curs'd for ever this victorious day. | 


For lo! the board with cups and ſpoons is crown'd, 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round: 
On ſhining Altars of Japan they raiſe | 
The filver lamp; the fiery ſpirits blaze : 

From filver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, 

And China's earth receives the ſmoking tide. 

At once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 

While frequent cups prolong the rich repaſt. 

Strait hover round the fair her airy band; 

Some, as ſhe ſipp'd the foaming liquor fann'd, 

Some o'er her lap their caretul plumes diſplay'd, 

Trembling, and conſcious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee, (which makes the politician wile, 

And ſee thro! all things with his half- ſnut eyes) 

Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain 

New ſtratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 
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Ahceaſe, raſh youth! deſiſt e're *tis too late, 
Fear the juſt Gods, and think of “ Scylla's fate! 
Chang'd to a bird, and ſent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Nſus” injur'd hair! 


But when to miſchief mortals bend their will, 
How ſoon they find fit inſtruments of ill? 
Juſt then Clariſſa drew with tempting grace 
A two-edg'd weapon from her ſhining caſe; 
So Ladies in Romance aſſiſt their Knight, 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight. 
He takes the gift with rev'rence, and extends 
The little engine on his finger's ends: 


This juſt behind Belinda's neck he ſpread, 


As o'er the fragrant ſteams ſhe bends her head. 
Swift to the Lock a thouſand Sprites repair, 


A thouſand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 


And thrice they twitch'd the diamond in her car; 

Thrice ſhe look'd back, and thrice the foe drew near, 

Juſt in that inſtant, anxious Ar:el ſought 

The cloſe receſſes of the Virgin's thought; 

As on the noſegay in her breaſt reclin'd, 

He watch'd th' Ideas rifing in her mind, 

Sudden he view'd, in ſpite of all her art, 

An earthly Lover lurking at her heart. 

Amaz'd, confus'd, he found his pow'r expir'd, 

Reſign'd to fate, and with a ſigh retir d. | 
The Peer now ſpreads the glitt ring Forfex wide, 

' incloſe the Lock; now Joins it, to divide. 

Ev'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 


A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos d; 


ide Ovid. Metam. 8. 
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Fate urg d the ſhcers, and cut the Sylph in twain, 

(* But airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again) — 

| The meeting points the ſacred hair diſſever 

From the fair head, for ever, and tor ever! 

Then flaſh'd the livid lightnings trom her eyes, 
And ſcreams of horror rend th? affrighted skies. 
Not louder ſhrieks to pitying heav'n are caſt, 
When husbands, or when lap-dogs breathe their laſt; 
Or when rich China veſſels, fall'n from high, 
In glitt'ring duſt and painted fragments lie! 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 

The victor cry'd) the glorious prize is mine! 
hile fiſh in ſtreams, or. birds delight in air, 

Orin a Coach and fix, the Britiſp fair; 
As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 
Or the ſinall pillow grace a Lady's bed; 
While viſits ſhall be paid on ſolemn days, oy 
When num'rous wax-lights in bright order blaze; 
While nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give, 
So long my honour, name, and praiſe ſhail live! 

What Time wou'd ſpare, from ſteel receives its date, 
And monuments, like men, ſubmit to fate 
Steel could the labour of the Gods deſtroy, 

And ſtrike to duſt th' imperial tow'rs of Troy; 

Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground, 

What wonder then, fair nymph! thy hairs ſhould feel 
The conqu” me force of unreſiſted ſteel ? 
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UT anxious cares the penſive nymph oppreſt, 
And ſecret paſſions labour'd in her breaſt. 

Not youthful Kings in battel ſeiz'd alive, | 

Not ſcornful virgins who their charms ſurvive, 

Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their bliſs, 

Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kiſs, 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 


B 


Not C yntbia when her Manteau's pinn'd awry, 


Eer felt ſuch rage, reſentment and deſpair, 
As thou, ſad virgin! for thy raviſh'd Hair. 

For, that ſad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew, 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 2 
Umbriel, a dusky, melancholy ſprite 
As ever ſully'd the fair face of light, 

Down to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 
Repairs to ſearch the gloomy cave of Spleen. 

Swift on his ſooty pinions flits the Guome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome, 

No chearful breeze this ſullen region knows, 
The dreaded Eaſt is all the wind that blows. 


Here, 
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Here, in a grotto, ſhelter'd cloſe from air, 
And ſereen'd in ſhades from day's deteſted glare, 
* ſighs for ever on her penſive bed, 

Pain at her ſide, and Megrim at her head. 

Two handmaids wait the throne: alike in place, 


_ 


But diff ring far in figure and in face. 
Here ſtood Il nature like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd; | 
With (tore of pray'rs, for mornings, nights and noons, \ 
Her hand is fill'd ; her boſom with lampoons. ( 
There Aﬀeftation, with a fickly mein, \ 
Shows in her cheek the roſes of eighteen, V 
PraQtis'd to lip, and hang the head aſide, 4 
Faints into airs, and languiſhes with pride; A 
On the rich quilt, ſinks with becoming woe, A 
Wrapt in a gown, for ſickneſs, and for ſhow. By 
The fair ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, O 
When each new night-dreſs gives a new diſeaſe. L 
A conſtant vapour o'er the palace flies; O. 
Strange phantoms riſing as the miſts ariſe; If 
Dreadful, as hermit's dreams in haunted ſhades, Or 
Or bright, as viſions of expiring maids. Or 
Nov glaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, Or 
Pale ſpectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires; Or 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyſian ſcenes, W 
And cryſtal domes, and Angels in machines. He: 
Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry fide are ſeen, Th 

Of bodies chang'd to various forms by ſpleen, 1 
Here living Teapots ſtand, one arm held out, See 
One bent; the handle this, and that the ſpout: Av 
A Pipkin there like * Homer's Tripod walks; Lik 
Here ſighs a Jar, and there a Gooſe-pye talks; 2 
— A. — ig 
A v 


* Sce Hom, Iliad 18 of Vulcan's walking Tripod: 
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Men prove with child, as pow'rful fancy works, 

And maids turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe paſt the Gnome thro? this fantaſtic band, 

A branch of healing Spleenwort in his hand. 

Then thus addreſs d the pow'r--Hail wayward Queen! 

Who rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen: 

Parent of vapours and of female wit, 

Who give th' hyſteric, or poetic fit, 

On various tempers a& by various ways, 

Make ſome take phyſic, others ſcribble plays; 

Who cauſe the proud their viſits to delay, 

And ſend the godly in a pett, to pray. 

A nymph there is, that all thy pow'r diſdains, 

And thouſands more in equal mirth maintains. 

But oh! if e' er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 

Or raiſe a pimple on a beauteous face; 

Like Citron- waters matrons cheeks inflame, | 

Or change complexions at a loſing game; 3 

If e' er with airy horns I planted heads, 

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 

Or caus'd ſuſpicion when no ſoul was rude, 

Or diſcompos'd the head-dreſs of a Prude, 

Or e'er to coſtive lap-dogs gave diſeaſe, | 

Which not the tears of brighteſt eyes could caſe: 

Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin ; 

That ſingle act gives half the world the Spleen. 
The Goddeſs with a diſcontented air 

Seems to reje& him, tho” ſhe grants his pray'r. 

A wond'rous bag with both her hands ſhe binds, 

Like that where once Ulyſſes held the winds; 

There ſhe collects the force of female lungs, 

Sighs, ſobs, and paſſions, and the war of tongues. 

A vial next ſhe fills with fainting fears, 

Soft ſorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
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The Gnome rejoicing, bears her gift away, 


Spreads his-black wings, and ſlowly mounts to day. 


Sunk in Tbaleſtri“ arms the nymph he found, 

Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. 

Full 0 o'er their heads the ſwelling bag be rent, 
And all the furies iſſued at the vent. 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 

And fierce Thaleſtris fans the riſing fire. 


O wretched naid ! ſhe ſpread her hands, and cry'd, 


( While Hampton s echoes, wretched maid reply'd ) 


Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant care 


The bodkin, comb, and eſſence to prepare? 
For this your Locks in paper durance bound, 
For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around? ? 
For this with fillets ſtrain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead? 
Gods! ſhall the raviſher diſplay your hair, 
While the Fops envy, and the Ladies ſtare! 
Honour forbid! at whole unrival'd fhrine 
Eaſe, pleaſure, virtue, all, our ſex reſign, 
Methinks already I your tears ſurvey, 
Already hear the horrid things they ſay, 
Already ſee you a degraded toaſt, 


And all your honour in a whiſper loſt! 


How fhall l, then, your helpleſs fame defend ? 
»Twill then be infamy to ſeem your friend! 
And ſhall this prize, th' ineſtimable prize, 
Expos'd thro' cryſtal to the gazing eyes, 


And heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, 


On that rapacious hand for ever blaze? 
Sooner ſhall graſs in Hyae- Park circus grow, 
And wits take lodgings in the ſound of Bow; 
Sooner let earth, air, ſea, to Chaos fall, 
Men, monkies, lap-dogs, parrots, periſh all! 


She 
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She faid; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, p | 
And bids her Beau demand the precious hairs: 

(Sir Plume, of amber Snuff- box juſtly vain, 

And the nice conduct of a clouded Cane) © 

With earneſt eyes, and round unthinking face, 

He firſt the ſnuff- box open'd, then the caſe, 

And thus broke out My Lord, why, what thedevil? 
* Z—ds! damn the Lock !*fore Gad, you mult be civil! 
„Plague on't! 'tis paſta jeſt——nay prythee, pox! - 
* Give hex, the hair—he ſpoke, and rapp'd his box. 

It grieves me much (reply'd the Peer again) 
Who ſpeaks ſo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain, 
But by this Lock, this ſacred Lock I ſwear, 
(Which never more ſhall join its parted. hair; 
Which never more its honours ſhall renew, 

Ciip'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 
That while my noſtrils draw the vital air, 

This hand, which won It, ſhall for ever wear. 
He ſpoke, and ſpeaking, in proud triumph ſpread 
The long-contended honours of her head. 

But Umbricl, hateful Gnome! forbears not ſo; 
He breaks the vial whence the ſorrows owe..." 
Then ſee! the nymph in beauteous grief appears; 7 
Her eyes half languiſhing, half drown'd in tears, 45 
On her heav'd boſom hung her drooping head, | 3 
Which, with a ſigh, ſhe rais' d; and thus ſhe ſaid. 

For ever curs'd be this deteſted day, 
Which ſnatch'd my beſt, my fav'rite Curl away! 
Happy ! ah ten times happy had I been, 
If Hampton · Court thoſe eyes had never ſeen! 
Yet am not I the firſt miſtaken maid, 
By love of Courts to num'rous ills betray'd. 


o 
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What mov'd my mind with youthful Lords to rome? 


— 


8 


Oh had I rather un-admir'd remain d 

In ſome lone iſle, or diſtant Northern land; 
Where the gilt Chariot never marks the way, 
Where none learn Ombre, none &er taſte Bohea ! 
There kept my charms, conceal'd from mortal eye, 
Like roſes that in deſarts bloom and die. 
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O had I ſtay'd, and ſaid my pray'rs at home! 

T was this, the morning omens ſeem'd to tell; 
Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell ; 
The tott'ring China ſhook without a wind, 

Nay, Poll ſate mute, and Shock was moſt unkind ! 
A Syiph too warn'd me of the threats of fate, 

In myſtic viſions, now believ'd too late! 

See the poor remnants of theſe {lighted hairs! 

My hands ſhall rend what ev'n thy rapine ſpares: 


Theſe, in two ſable ringlets taught to break, In 
Once gave new beauties to the ſnowy neck; Fo 
The ſiſter-· lock now fits uncouth, alone, No 
And in its fellow's fate foreſees its own; WI 
Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands; Thi 
And tempts once more thy ſacrilegious hands. vile 
Oh hadſt thou, cruel! been content to ſeize 8 
"Hairs leſß in fight, or any hairs but theſe! The 
| | . —_— Ty WI 
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RAPE of the LOCK. 
CANTO V. 


HE md: the pitying audience melt in tears: 

But Fate and Jove had ſtopp'd the Baron's cars. 
In vain Thaleſtris with reproach aſſails, 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 
Not half ſo fix d the Trejas could remain, 
While Anna begg'd, and Dido rag'd in vain. 
Then grave Clariſſa graceful wav'd her fan; 
Silence enſu'd, and thus the nymph began. 

Say, why are Beauties prais'd and honour'd moſt, 
The wiſe man's paſſion, and the vain man's toaſt? 
Why deck'd with all that land and ſea afford, 
Why Angels call'd, and Angel-like ador'd ? 


Why round our Coaches crowd the whiteglov'd Beaus, 


Why bows the ſide- box from its inmoſt rows? 
How vain are all theſe glories, all our pains, 
Unleſs good ſenſe preſerve what beauty gains: 
That men may ſay, when we the front-box * 
Behold the firſt in virtue, as in face 

Ohl if to dance all night, and dreſs all day, 
Charm d the ſmall-pox, or chas'd old age away ; 


[ 
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Who would not ſcorn what huſwite's cares produce, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of uſe? 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a Saint, 
Nor could it ſure be ſuch a fin to paint. 
But ſince, alas! frail peauty mult decay, 
Curl'd or uncurl'd, ſince Locks will turn to grey, 
Since painted, or not painted, all ſhall fade, 
And ſhe who ſcorns a man, muſt die a maid; 
What then remains, but well our pow'r to uſe, 
And keep good humour ſtill whate'er we loſe? 
And truſt me, dear! good humour can prevail, 
= | When airs, and flights, and ſcreams, and ſcolding fail. 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 
78 Charms ſtrike the fight, but merit wins the ſoul. 
Wi So ſpoke the Dame, but no applauſe enſu'd; 
| Belinda frown'd, Thaleftris call'd her Prude. 
To arms, to arms! the fierce Virago cries, 
And ſwitt as lightning to the combate flies. 
All fide in parties, and begin th' attack; 
Fans clap, filks ruſsle, and tough whalebones crack; 
Heroes and Heroins ſhouts confus'dly riſe, 
And baſe, and treble voices ſtrike the skies: 
No common weapons in-their hands are found, 
Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 

* 90 when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 
And heav'nly breaſts with human paſſions rage; 
Gainſt Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms; 

And all Olympas rings with loud alarms: ; 
Jove's thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around; 
Blew Neptune ſtorms, the bellowing deeps reſound; 
Earth ſhakes her nodding tow'rs, the ground gives way, 
| And the pale ghoſts ſtart at the flaſh of _ 
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Triumphant Umbriel on a ſconce's height 
Clap'd his glad wings, and ſate to view the fight, 
Prop'd on their bodkin ſpears, the Sprites ſurvey 
The growing combate, or aſſiſt the fray. 
While thro? the preſs: enrag'd Thaleſtris flies, 
And ſcatters deaths — from both her eyes; 
A Beau. and Witling periſh'd in the throng, 
One dy'd in metaphor, and one in ſong. 
O cruel nymph! à living death I bear, 
Cry'd Dapperwit, and ſunk befide his chair. - 
A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt, 
* I hoſe eyes are made fo killing——was his Iaſt ; 
Thus on Mæauder's flowr'y margin lies 
Th' expiring Swan, and as he ſings he dies. 
When bold Sit Plame had drawn Clariſſa down, 
Chloe ſtepp'd i in, and kill'd him with a frown; 
She ſmil'd to ſee the doughty Hero flain, 
But, at her ſmile,' the Beau reviv'd again. 
+ Now Jove ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, 
Weighs the Mens wits againſt the Lady's hair; 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fidez 
At lerigth the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide. 
See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 
With more than uſual lightning in her eyes: 
Nor fear'd the Chief th* unequal fight to try, 
Who ſought no more than on his toe to die. by 
But this bold Lord with manly ſtrength; endu'd, 1 
She with one finger and a thumb ſubdu'd: Foy inf 
Juſt where the breath of life his noſtrils drew, "7 
A * — the wily virgin chre.w z 
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The Gnomes direct, to ev'ry atome juſt, 
The pungent grains of titillating duſt. | 
Sudden, with ſtarting tears each eye o — 
And the high dome re- echoes to his noſe. 
Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry'd, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. 

*(* The ſame, his ancient perſonage to deck, 
Her great great grandfire wore about his neck 
In three ſeal-rings; which after, melted down, 
Form'd a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown : 

Her infant grandatne's whiſtle nest it grew, 
The bells ſhe gingled, and the whiſtle blew ; 
Then in a bodkin grac'd her Mother's hairs, 
Which long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears. 
Boaſt not my fall (he cry'd) inſulting foe! 
Thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low. 
Nor think, to die dejeQs my lofty mind: 
All that I dread is leaving you behind! 
Rather than ſo, ah let me ſtill ſurvive, 
And burn in Czpid's flames. hut burn alive. 

Reftore the Lock! ſhe crys; and all around 
| Reſtore the Lock! the vaulted roofs ven. 

Not fierce Othello in ſo loud a ſtrain | 
Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 

But ſee how oft ambitious aims are croſs'd, 

And chiefs contend till all the prize is loſt! 
The Lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev'ry place i is ſought, but ſought in vain : 

With ſuch a prize no mortal muſt be bleſt, 

80 heav n decrees ! with heav'n who can conteſt? 
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Some thOught it mounted to the Lunar ſphere 

* Since all things loſt on earth are treaſur d there. 

There Heto's wits are kept in pondrous vaſes, 

And Beau's in ſnuff-b6xes and tweezer-caſes.., , 

There broken vows, and death-bed alms are found, 

And lover's heart's with ends of riband bound; 

The courtier*s promiſes, and ſick man's pray rs, 

The ſiniles"of harlots, and the tears of heirs ; 

Cages for gnats, and chains to yoak a flea, 

Dry'd butterflies, and tomes of caſuiſtry. 

But truſt the Muſe— ſhe ſaw it upward riſe; 
Tho* mark'd by none but quick, poetic eyes: 

(So Rome's great founder to the heav'ns withdrew, 
Jo Proculus alone confeſs'd in view) 

A ſudden Star, it ſhot thro? liquid air, 

And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 

Not Berenice's Locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 

The heav*ns beſpangling with diſheve!'d light, 

The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 

And pleas d purſue its progreſs thro? the skies. 

This the Beau · monde ſhall from the Mall ſorvey, 
And hail with muſic its propitious ray : ** | 
This, the bleſt Lover ſhall for Venus take, 

And fend up vows from Rofamondd's lake: 

This Perzridge ſoon ſhall view in cloudleſs skies, 
When next he looks thro Galilæo's eyes; 

And hence th' egregious wizard ſhall foredoom 

The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 

4 Then ceaſe, bright nymph !to mourn the raviſn d hair, 
Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere! 

Not all the treſſes that fair head can boaſt, 

Shall draw ſuch envy as the Lock you loft.” 


Teo ceded... ending. * —_— 
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For, after all the murders of your eye, 
When, after millions ſlain, your ſelf ſhall 4 
When thoſe fair ſuns ſhall ſet, as ſet they muſt, 
And all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in duſt ;; 
This Lock, the Muſe ſhall conſecrate to Fame, | 
And 'midſt the ſtars inſcribe Belinda's name 
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Call forth the greens, and wake the ri- 
ſing flow'rs, > (day; 
Sa When opening Buds falute the welcome 
And earth relenting feels the genial ray; 
As balmy fleep had charm'd my cares to reſt, 
And love itſelf was bapiſh'd from my breaſt, 
(What time the morn myſterious viſions brings, 
While purer ſlumbers ſpread their golden wings) + 
A train of [phantoms in wild order roſe, 
And, join'd, this intellectual ſcene compoſe. 
I ſtood, methought, betwixt area Jens, and skies; 
The Whale creation open to my 
In air ſelf-ballanc'd hung the globe 1 — 
Where mountains riſe, and circling oceans flow; : 
Here naked rocks, and empty waſtes were ſeen, 
There tow'ry cities, and the foreſts green: 
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Here ſailing ſhips delight the wand' ring eyes; 

There trees, and intermingl'd temples riſ;; 

Now a clear ſun the Mining ſcene n * 

The tranſient landſcape now in clouds decays. 
O'er the wide proſpect as I gaz'd around, 

Sudden [I heard a wild, promiſcuous ſound, 

Like broken thunders that at diſtance roar, 

Or billows murm'ring on the hollow ſhoar : 

Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, © 

Whoſe tow'ring ſummit ambient clouds concahd, 


High on a rock of ice the ſtruQure lay, 


Steep its aſcent, and ſlipp'ry was the way; 
The wond'rous rock like Parian marble ſhone, 
And feem'd, to diſtant fight, of ſold ſtone. 


Inſcriptions here of various names view'd, * 


The greater part by hoſtite time ſubtu'd; 


Yet wide was ſpread their fame in ages paſt, 


And Poets once had promis'd they. ſhould 1 . 


Some freſh engrav d appear'd of wits renown'd ; 
I look'd again, nor could their trace be found. 
Critics 1 ſaw, that other names deface, p42 

And fix their own, with ſabour, in their place: 
Their own, like others, ſoon their place reſign'd, 
Or diſappear'd, and left the firſt behind. 
Nor was the work impair'd by ſtorms alone, 
But felt th approaches of too vat a * 

For fame, impatient of extreams, decays 


Not more by envy than exceſs of p 5 xe 


Vet part no injuties of heav*n cou id feel, 
Like chryſtal faithful to the graving ſteel : 


The rock's high ſummit, in the ene nale, = A 


Nor heat could melt, nor beating invade. | 
There names inſcrib'a unnumber' d ages paſt 
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Theſe ever new, nor ſubject to decays, 
Spread, and grow brighter with the length of days. 

So Zembla's rocks (the beauteous work of froſt) 
Riſe white in air, and glitter o'er the coaſt ; | 
Pale Suns, unfelt, at diſtance roll away, 

And on th impaſſive ice the lightnings play; 
Eternal ſnows the growing maſs ſupply, "SN 
Till the bright mountains prop th? incumbent sky; 
As Atlas fix'd, each hoary pile appears, 

The gather'd winter of a thouſand years. 

On this foundation Fame's high temple ſtands, 

Stupendous pile! not rear'd by mortal hands. 
Whate'er proud Rowe, or artful Greece beheld, 
Or elder Babylon, its frame excell'd. 

Four faces had the dome, and eviry face 

Of various ſtructure, but of equal grace: 

Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 

Salute the diff*rent quarters of the sky. 

Here fabled Chiefs in darker ages born, 

Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 

Who cities rais'd, or tam'd a monſtrous race; 

The fourfold walls iu breathing ſtatues grace: 

Heroes in animated marble frown, , | 

And Legiſlators ſeem to think in ſtone, 

Weſtward, a ſumptuous frontiſpiece appear d, 
On Doric pillars of white marble rear d, 
Crown'd with an architrave of antique mold, 

And ſculpture riſing on the roughen'd gold. 
In ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſexs was beheld, 
And Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's ſhield: 
There great Alcides ſtooping with his toil, A 
Reſts on his club, and holds th' Heſperia ſpoil, 
>} Urphers ſings; trees moving to the found 

Start from their roots, and form a ſhade around: 
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Amphion there the loud creating lyre | | 
Strikes, and beholds a ſudden Thebes are; 
Cytberow's echoes anſwer'd to his call, 
And half the mountain roll'd into a wall: 
There might you ſee the length'ning ſpires aſcend, 
The domes ſwell up, the widening arches bend, 
The growing tow'rs like exhalations riſe, 
And the huge columns heave into the skies. 
The Eaſtern front was glorious to behold, 
With diamond flaming, and Baxbar:c gold. 
There Ninus ſhone, who ſpread Ih Aſſyrian fame, 
And the great founder of the Peian name: 
There in long robes the royal Magi ſtand, 
Grave Zoroaſter wayes the circling wand: 
The ſage Chaldeans rob'd in white appear'd, 
And Brachmans, deep in deſart woods rever'd. 
Theſe ſtopp'd the moon, and call'd th' unbody'd ſhades 
To midnight banquets in the glimmering glades; 
Made viſionary fabricks round them riſe, ' 
And airy ſpectres skim before their eyes; ; 
Of Taliſmans and Sigils knew the pow'r, 
And careful wateh'd the Planetary hour. 
Superior, and alone, Confucius ſtood, i 
Who taught that uſeful ſcience, to be good: 
But on the ſouth, a long, majeſtic race 
Of Ægype's Prieſts the gilded niches grace; 
Who meaſur d earth, deſcrib'd the ſtarry ſpheres; Y 
And trac'd the long records of lunar years. 
High on his car Seſoftris ſtruck my view, 5 
Whom ſcepter d flaves in golden harneſs drew: 1 
His hands a bow and pointed javelin hold; 
His giant li bs are arm'd in ſcales of gold. 


ET Herodotus |, 2. deſcribes a i ſtatue of Seloſtris in ; This ma man · 
ner, which remain d in his own time. 
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Between the ſtatues obelisks were plac'd, 7 
And the learn'd walls with hieraglyphics grac'd, - 
Of Gozbic ſtructure was the northern fide, 
O'er· wrought with ornaments of barb'rous pride. 
There huge coloſſes roſe, with trophies crown d, 


* 


And Kunic characters were grav'd arqund. 
There ſate Zamolxis * with ere cted eyes, 
And Odin + here in mimic trances dyes. ä 
There on rude iron columns ſmear d with blood, 
The horrid forms of Scythian heroes ſtood, 
Druids and Bards (their once loud harps unſtrung) | 
And youths that dy'd to be by Poets ſung. 
Theſe and a thouſand more of doubtful tame, 

To whom old fables gave a laſting name, 

In ranks adorn'd the temple's outward face; 

The wall in luſtre and effect like glaſs, _ 

. Which o'er each object calling various dies, 
Enlarges ſome, and others multiplies. 

Nor void of emblem was the myſtic wall, 

For thus romantic, fame encreaſes all. 

The temple ſhakes, the ſounding gates unfold, 
Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold: 
Rais d on a thouſand pillars, wreath'd around 

With lawrel-foliage, and with eagles crown'd : 

Of bright, tranſparent beryl were the walls, 

The freezes gold, and gold the capitals: | 
As heav'n with ſtars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever-living lamps depend in rows, 


7 
» 
* * 
* 


* Zamolxis was the diſciple of Pythagoras, who firſt taught 
the immortality of the ſou is the Seythians. | 
Odin er Woden, the great Legiſlator of the Goths, who 
10 ſubject to fits, perſuaded his followers that during thoſe 
trances he receiv'd his Laws by inſpiration. a Fall 
x 7 * oF IM | a =P Fa | 
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Full in the paſſage of each ſpacious gate, 

The fage Hiſtorians in white garments wait; 

| Gray'd o'er their ſeats, the form of Time was found, 

His ſcythe revers'd, and both his pinions bound. 

Within ſtood heroes; who thro? loud alarms 

In bloody fields purſu'd renown in arms. 

High on a throne with trophies charg'd, I _ 

The * youth that all things but himfelf ſubdu d; 

His feet on ſceptres and Tiara's trod, 

And his horn'd head expreſs'd the Lybian God. 

There Ceſar, grac'd with both Minerva's, ſhone; 

Ceſar, the world's great maſter, and his own; 

Unmoy'd, ſuperior ſtill in ev'ry ſtate, + 

And ſcarce deteſted in his country's fate. 

But chief where thoſe who not for empire fought, 

But with their toils their peoples ſafety bought, 

High o'er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood; 

Timoleon, glorious in his brother's blood ; : 

Bold Scipio, faviour of the Roman ſtate, 

Great in his triumphs, in retirement great. 

And wiſe Aurelius, in whoſe well-taught mind 

With boundleſs pow'r unbounded virtue join'd, 

His own ſtrict judge, and patron of mankind. 
Much-ſuff'ring heroes next their honours claim, 

Thoſe of leſs noiſy, and leſs guilty fame, 

Fair virtue's ſilent train: ſupreme of theſe: 

Here ever ſhines the godlike Socrates : 

He whom ungrateful Azhexs could expell, 

At all times juſt, but when he ſign'd the ſhell. 


128 Alexander i the Gn caus'd himſelf to be I. in 
bis coins with horns on his bead, as the * of Jupiter Am- 
mon, 


t Ariſtides, vide Plunarch, I 
Here 
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Here his abode the martyr'd Phocion claims, 
With Agis, not the laſt of Spartan names: 
Unconquer'd Cato ſhews the wound he tore, 
And Brutus his il! Genius meets no more. 

But in the centre of the hallow'd quire, 
Six pompous columns o'er the reſt aſpire; 
Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they ſtand, | 
Hold the chief honours, and the fane command. 
High on the firſt, the mighty Homer ſhone; 
Eternal Adamant compos'd his throne; 
Father of verſe! in holy fillets dreſt, 
His ſilver beard way'd gently o'er his breaſt ; 
Tho! blind, a boldneſs in his looks appears; 
In years he ſeem'd, but not impair'd by years. 
The wars of Troy were round the pillar ſeen: 
Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian Queen: 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclas fall, 
Here dragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wall. 
Motion and life did ev'ry part inſpire, 
Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter's fire, 
A ſtrong expreſſion moſt he ſeem'd t' affect, 
And here and there diſclos'd a brave neglect. 

A golden column next in rank appear'd, 
On which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear'd; 
Finiſh'd the whole, and labour'd ev'ry part, 
With patient touches of unweary'd art : 
The Mantuan there in ſober triumph ſate, 
Compos'd his poſture, and his look ſedate; 
On Homer {till he fix'd a rev'rend eye, | 
Great without pride, in modeſt majeſty, 


1n living ſculpture on the ſides were ſpread 


The Latiax wars, and haughty Tarnxs dead; 
Eliza ſtretch'd upon the fun'ral pyre, 
Exeas bending with his aged fire : 
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4 Troy flam'd in burniſh'd gold, and o'er the throne G 
10 Arms and the Man in golden cyphers ſhone. In 
0 Four ſwans ſuſtain a car of ſilver bright, B 
We 1 With heads advanc'd, and pinions ſtretch'd for flight: A 
„ Here, like ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 5 
{$420 And feem'd to labour with th' inſpiring God: 0 
Wi  - Acroſs the harp a careleſs hand he flings, Se 
And boldly ſinks into the founding ſtrings, 80 
The figur'd games of Greece the column grace, Ft 
Neptune and Jove ſurvey the rapid race: wW 
The youths hang o'er their chariets as they run; Tt 
The fiery ſteeds ſeem ſtarting from the ſtone; _ Tt 


_ The champions in diſtorted poſtures threat ; Bri 
+0 And all appear'd irregularly great: | An 
[i Here happy Horace tan'd th' Auſonian lyre, W 
To ſweeter ſounds, and temper'd Pindar's fire: An 

. Pleas'd with Alcæus manly rage t' infuſe - Th 
3 The ſofter ſpirit of the Saph:c Muſe. An 
WM The poliſh'd pillar dift'rent ſculptures grace; WI 
A work outlaſting monumental braſs. Sca 
Here ſmiling Loves and Bacchanals appear, But 
The Julian ſtar and great Auguſtus here. Til 

The * doves that round the infant Poet ſpread Wi 

Myrtles and bays, hung hov'ring o'er his head. Anc 

Here in a ſhrine that caſt a dazling light, Up' 

Sate fix'd in thought the mighty Stagyrite; Anc 

His ſacred head a radiant Zodiack crown'd, Suc 

And various animals his ſides ſurround; Wir 

His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 8 A th 

Superior worlds, and look all nature thro”. And 

With Equal rays immortal Tally ſhone, Bene 

The Roman Koſtra deck'd the Conſul's throne : ' +" (Het 

ee eee . . — 

or 


f Vid. Horat. lib. 3 Ode 4. N n 
Gath'ring 
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Gath'ring his flowing robe, he ſeem' d to ſtand; 

In act to ſpeak, and graceful ſtretch'd his hand: 
Behind, Rome's Genius waits with Civic crowns, | 
And the great father of his country owns. . 

Theſe maſly columns in a circle riſe, 

O'er which a pompous dome invades the skies: 
Scarce to the top I ſtretch'd my aking fight ; 

So large it ſpread, and ſwell'd to ſuch a height. 

Full in the midft proud Fame's imperial ſeat 

With jewels blaz'd, magnificently great ; - 

The vivid em'ralds there tevive the eye, 

The flaming rubies ſhew their ſanguine dye, 

Bright azure rays from lively ſaphyres ſtream, 

And lucid amber caſts a golden gleam. 

With various-colour'd light the pavement ſhone, 
And all on fire appeat'd the glowing throne ; 

The dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. | 

When on the Goddeſs firſt I caſt my ſight, 

Scarce ſeem'd her ſtature of a cubit's height, 

But ſwell'd to larger ſize, the more I gaz d, 

Till to theroof her tow'ring front ſhe rais'd.. 

With her, the Temple ev'ry moment grew, 

And ampler Viſta's open'd to my view, | 
Upward the columns ſhoot, the roofs aſcend, 

And arches widen, and long iles extend. 

Such was her form, as ancient Bards have told, 
Wings raiſe her arms, and wings her feet infold; 

A thouſand buſy tongues the Goddeſs bears, 

And thouſand open eyes, and thouſand liſt' ning ears. 
Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful Nine 
(Her virgin handmaids) {till attend the ſhrine: 
With eyes on Fame for ever fix'd, they ſing; 
For Fame they raiſe the voice, and tune the ſtring * : 
0] th 
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With time's firſt birth began the heav*nly lays, 
And laſt, eternal thro' the length of days. 

Around theſe wonders as I caſt a look, 

The trumpet founded, and the temple ſhook, 

And all the nations, ſummon'd at the call, 

From diff rent quarters fill the crowded hall: 

Of various tongues the mingled ſounds were heard ; 
In various garbs promiſcuous throngs appear d; 
Thick as the bees, that with the ſpring renew 
Their flow'ry toils, and fip the ftagrant dew, 
When the wing'd colonies firſt tempt the sky, 
O'er dusky fields and ſhaded waters fly, 

Or ſettling, ſeize the ſweets the bloſſoms yield, 
And a low murmur runs along the field. 

Millions of ſuppliant crowds the ſhrine attend, 
And all degrees before the Goddeſs bend ; 

The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the ſage, 
And boaſting youth, and nartative old-age. 

Their pleas were diff rent; their requeſt the ſame 
For good and bad alike are fond of fame. | 
Some ſhe diſgrac'd, and ſome with honours crown'd, 
Unlike ſucceſſes equal merits found, 

Thus her blind ſiſter, fickle Fortune reigns, 

And undiſcerning, ſcatters crowns and chains. 
Firſt at the ſhrine the Learned world appear, 
And to the Goddeſs thus prefer their pray'r : 

Long haye we ſought t'inſtruct and pleaſe mankind 
With ſtudies pale, with midnight vigils blind; 

But thank'd by view, rewarded yet by none, 

We here appeal to thy ſuperior throne : 

On wit and learning the juſt prize beſtow, 

For fame is all we muſt expect below. 

The Goddeſs heard, and bade the muſes raiſe ' 


The golden trumpet of eternal praiſe: 


From 
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From pole to pole the winds diffuſe the ſound, 


That fills the circuit of the World around; 
Not all at once, 4s thunder breaks the cloud, 


The notes at firſt were rather ſweet than loud: 


By juſt degrees they ev'ry moment riſe, 

Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the skies. 

At ev'ry breath were balmy odours ſhed, 
Which ſtill grew ſweeter as they wider ſpread. 
Lefs fragtant ſcents th* undfolding roſe exhales, 
Or ſpices breathing in Arabian gales. 

Next thieſe the good and juſt, an awful train, 
Thus on their knees addreſs'd the facred fane. 
Since living virtue is with envy curſt, 

And the beſt men are treated like the worlt ; 

Do thou, juſt Goddeſs, call our merits forth, 

And give each deed th' exact intrinfick worth. | 
Not with bare juſtice ſhall your 20 be crown'd, ' 
(Said Fame) but high above deſett renowyn'd: | 

Let fuller notes th' applauding world amaze, 

And the loud clarion labour in your praiſe. 

This band difmifs'd behold 4 crowd 
prefer d the ſame requeſt, and lowly bow'd; 

The conſtant tenour of whoſe well ſpent days 
No leſs deſerv'd a fuſt tetutn of praiſe. 

But ſtrait the diteful trump of ſlander founds ; 
Thro' the big done the doubting thutider bounds ; 3 
Loud as the burſt of cannon rends the skies, 

The dire report thro? ev'ry region flies: 

In ev'ry eat inceſſant rumours rung, 

And gath'ritig ſcandals grew n ev'ry tongue. 
From the black trumpetꝰs raſty concave broke 
ulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmoke: 
The pois'nous vapor blots the purple skies, 

and tyithers all before it as it flies. 


K Atroup 
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A troop came next, who crowns and armour wore, 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore? 
For thee (they cry'd) amidſt alarms and ſtrife, 
We ſail'd in tempeſts down the ſtream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill'd with flames and blood, 
And ſwam to empire thro! the purple flood. _ | 
Thoſe ills we dar'd, thy inſpiration own, 

What virtue ſeem d, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools ! (che Queen reply d, and found) 
Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown'd ; 

There fleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 

Your ſtatues moulder'd, and your names unknown. 
A ſudden cloud ſtrait ſnatch'd them from my fight, 
And each majeſtic phantom ſunk in night. 

Then came the ſinalleſt tribe I yet had ſeen; 
Plain was their dreſs, and modeſt was their mien. 
Great idol of mankind ! we neither claim 
The praiſe of merit, not aſpire to fame! 

But ſafe in deſarts from th apptauſe of men. 
Would die unheard of, as we liv'd unſeen, 
'Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from fight 


Thoſe acts of goodneſs, which themſelves requite. 
O let us till the ſecret joy partake, 


To follow virtue ev'n for virtue's ſake. 

And live there men who flight immortal fame? 

Who then with incenſe fhall adore our name? 
But mortals | know, 'tis ſtill our greateſt pride 

To blaze thoſe. virtues which the good would hide. 
_ | Riſe! Muſes, riſe! add all your tuneful breath, 
Theſe muſt not ſleep in darkneſs and in death. 
She ſaid: in air the trembling muſic floats, - 
And on the winds triumphant ſwell the notes; 
So ſoft, tho' high, ſo loud, and yet ſo clear, 
Ev'n lr ning Angels lean'd from heav'n to hear: 


To 


To 
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To fartheſt ſhores th* ambroſial ſpirit flies, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ies. 

Next theſe a youthful train their vows expreſs'd, 
With feathers crowi'd, with gay embroid'ry dreſs d; 
Hither, they cry'd, dire& your eyes, and ſee 1 
The men of pleaſure, dreſs, and gallantry : 

Ours is the place at banquets, balls and plays; 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days; 
Courts we frequent, where tis our pleaſing care 
To pay due viſits, and addreſs the fair : 
In fact, 'tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 
But (till in fancy vanquiſh'd ev'ry maid; - | 
Of unknown Dutcheffes leud tales we tell, 
Yet would the world believe us, all were wel. 
The joy let others have, and we the name, 
And what we want in pleaſure, grant in fame. 
The Queen aflents, the trumpet rends the skies, 
And at each blaſt a Lady's honour dies. | 
Pleas'd with the ſtrange ſucceſs, vaſt numbers preſt 
Around the ſhtine, and made the ſame requeſt : 
What you (ſhe cry'd) unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 
dlaves to your ſelves, and ev'n fatigu'd with eaſe, 
Who loſe a length of undeſerving days; . 
Would you uſurp the lover*s dear - bought praiſe? #7 
To juſt contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, 
The peoples fable, and the feorn of all. 
Strait the black clarion ſends a horrid ſound, 
Loud laughs burſt out, and bitter ſcoffs fly round, 
Whiſpers were heard, with taunts reviling loud, 
and ſcornful hiſſes ran thro” all the croud. | 
Laſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchiefs done, 
Enſlave their country, or uſurp a throne; 
Or who theit glory's dire foundation lay'd, x Eo 
On Sov'reigns ruin'd, or on friends betray'dy © ; 
"2 2 Calm | 
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Calm, thinking villains, whom no faith can fix, 
Of crooked counſels and dark politicks ; þ 
Of theſe, a gloomy tribe ſurround the throne, 1 
And beg to make th' immortal treaſons known. 1 
The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, - A 
With ſparks, that ſeem'd to ſet the world on fire. 
At the dread ſound, pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, 2 
And ſtartled nature trembled with the blaſt. 2 

This having heard and ſeen, ſome pow'r unknown 2 
Strait chang'd the ſcene, and ſnatch'd me from the throne, 2 
Before my view appear'd a ſtructure fair, 2 
Its ſite uncertain, if in earth or air; 
With rapid motion turn'd the manſion round; 
With ceaſleſs noiſe the ringing walls reſound: 
Not leſs in number were the ſpacious doors, 
Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores ; 
Which till unfolded ſtand, by night, by day, 
Pervious to winds, and open ev'ry way. 
As flames by nature to the skies aſcend, 
As weighty bodies to the centre tend, 
As to the ſea returning rivers roll, 
And the touch'd needle trembles to the pole : 
Hither, as to their proper place, ariſe | 
All various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and skies, 
Or ſpoke aloud, or whiſper'd in the ear; 8 
Nor ever ſilence, reſt or peace is here. 
As on the ſmooth expanſe of cryſtal lakes, 
The ſinking ſtone at firſt a circle makes; 
The trembling ſurface, by the motion ſtir'd, 2 
Spreads in a ſecond circle, then a third; 
Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 
Till all the watry plain, and to the margin dance. 
Thus ev'ry voice and ſound, when firſt they break, 
On neighb' ring air a ſoft impreſſion make; 

| Another 
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AnotheF ambient circle then they move; 
That, in its turn, impels the next above; 
Thro' undulating air the ſounds are ſent, 
And ſpread o'er all the fluid element. 
There various news [I heard, of love and ſtrife, 
Of peace and war, health, ſickneſs, death, and life, 
Of loſs and gain, of famine and of ſtore, 
Of ſtorms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore, 
e. Of prodigies, and portents ſeen in air, 
Of fires and plagnes, and ſtars with blazing hair, 
Of turns of fortune, changes in the ſtate, . 
The falls of fav'rites, projects of the great, 
Of old miſmanagements, taxations new 
All neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true, | 
Above, below, without, within, around, | 
Confus'd, unnumber'd multitades are tound, 
Who paſs, repaſs, advance, and glide away; 
Hoſts rais'd by fear, and phantoms of a day; 
Aſtrologers, that future fates foreſhew, 
ProjeQors, quacks, and lawyers not a few ; 4 
And prieſts, and party-zeatots, num'rous bands 
With home-born lyes, or tales from foreign lands; 
Each talk'd aloud, or in ſome ſecret place, 
And wild impatience ſtar'd in ev'ry face. 
The flying rumors gather'd, as they roll'd, 
Scarce any tale was ſooner heard than told; 
And all who told it, added ſomething new, : 


And all who heard it, made enlargements too, 

In ev'ry ear it ſpread, on ev'ry tongue it grew. 

Thus flying eaſt and welt, and north and ſouth, 

News travell'd with encreaſe from mouth to mouth. | 
So from a ſpark, that kindled firſt by chance, 
With gath'ring force the quick ning flames advance f = 
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Till to the clouds their curling heads aſpire, 

And tow'rs and temples fink in floods of fire. 

When thus ripe lyes are to perfection ſprung, 

Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 

- Thro' thouſand vents, impatient forth they flow, 

And ruſh in millions on the world below. 

Fame ſits aloft and points them out their courſe, 

Their date determities, and preſcribes their force: 

Some to remain, and ſome to periſh ſoon; 8 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 

Around, a thouſand winged wonders fly, 

Born by the trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter d thro' the Sk, 
There, at one paſſage, oft you might ſurve7 ' 

A lye and trutti contending for the way; 

And long 'twas doubtful, both ſo cloſely pent, 

Which firſt ſhould iſlue thro' the narrow vent: 

At laſt agreed, together out they fly, 

Inſeparable now, the truth and lye; 

The ftrit companions are for ever Join' d, 

And this or that unmix'd, no mortal cer ſhall find. 

While thus I ſtood, intent to ſee and hear, 

One came, methought, and whiſper'd in my ear: 

What could thus high thy raſh ambition raiſe? | 

Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praiſe? 

Tis true, ſaid I, not void of hopes I came, 

For who ſo fond as youthful bards of fame? 

But few, alas! the caſual bleſſing boaſt, 

So hard to gain, ſo ealy to be loſt: 

How vain that ſecond life in others breath, 

Th eſtate which wits inherit after death! 

Eaſe, health, and life, for this we muſt refign, 

(Unſure the tenure, but how valt the fine!) — 

The great man's curſe, without the gains, endure, 

Be envy'd, wretched, and be flatter'd, Poor. 


All 
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All luckleſs wits our enemies profeſt, 

And all ſucceſsful, jealous friends at beſt, 

Nor fame I ſlight, nor for her favours call; 
She comes unlook'd for, if ſhe comes at all, 
But if the purchaſe coſts ſo dear a price, 

As ſoothing folly, or exalting vice : 

Oh! if the Muſe muſt flatter lawleſs ſway, 
And follow ſtill where fortune leads the way; 
Or if no baſis bear my riſing name; 

But the fan ruins of another's fame: 


Then teach me heav'n! to ſcorn the guilty bays; 
Drive from my breaſt that wretched luſt of praile; 


Unblemiſh'd let me live, or die unknown; 
Oh grant an honeſt fame, or grant me none! 
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JANUARY 


ANN. 


MAY, 


| HE RE liv'd i in Lombardy, as authors write, 
In days of old, a wiſe and worthy Knight; 
Of gentle manners, as of gen rous race, 
Bleſs'd with much ſenſe; more riches, and ſome grace. 
Yet led aſtray by Venus ſoft delights, 
He ſcarce could rule ſome idle : appetites : 
For long ago, let Prieſts ſay what they cou'd, 
Weak ſinful laymen were but fleſh and blood. 
But in due time, when lixty years were o'er, 
He vow'd to lead this vicious life no more, 
Whether pure holineſs inſpir'd his mind, 
Or dotage turn'd his brain, is hard to find; 
But his high courage prick'd him forth to wed, 
And try the pleaſures of a lawful bed. 
This was his nightly dream, his daily care, 
And to the heay'nly pow'rs his conſtant pray'r, 
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Once, ere he dy d, to taſte the bliſsful life 
Of a kind husband and a Joving wife. OY 
Theſe thoughts he fortify'd with reaſon ft, | 
{Fe or none want reaſons to confirm their. will) 
Grave authors ſay, and witty poets ſing, 
That honeſt wedlock is a glorious thing; 
But depth of judgment moſt in him appears, 
Who wiſely wed in his maturer years. 
Then let him chuſe a damſel young and fair, 
Fo bleſs his age, and bring a worthy heir ; 
To ſooth his cares, and free from noiſe and ſtrife 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. 
Let ſinful batchelors their woes deplore, 
Full well they merit all they feel, and more: 
Unaw'd by precepts, human or divine, 
Like birds and beaſts, promifcuouſly they join: 
Nor know to make the preſent bleſſing laſt, 
To hope the future, or eſteem the paſt; 
But vainly boaſt the joys they never try d, 
And find divulg'd the ſecrets they would hide. 
The marry'd man may bear his yoke with us 
Secure at once himſelf and heav'n to pleaſe; 
And paſs his.inoffenſive hours away, 
In bliſs all night, and innocence all day: 
Tho? fortune change, his conſtant ſpouſe remains, 
Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains. 
But what ſo pure, which enviqus tongues will ſpare? 
Some wicked wits have libell'd all the fair. 
With matchleſs impudence they ſtile a wife 
The dear-bought curſe, and lawful Plague of life; 
A boſom-ſerpent, a domeſtic evil, 
A night-invaſion, and a mid-day- devil. Me 
Let not the wiſe theſe fland'rous words regard, 
But curſe the bones of ey'ry lying bard. | 
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All other goods by fortune's hand are giy*n, 
A Wife is the peculiar gift of heav n: 
Vain fortune's favours, never at a ſtay, 
Like empty ſhadows, paſs, and glide away ; 
One ſolid comfort, our eternal wife, 
Abundantly ſupplies us all our life: 
This blefling laſts, (if thoſe who try, ſay true) 
As long as heart can wiſh——and longer too. 
Our grandbre Adam, e're of Eve poſleſs'd, 


Alone, and ev'n in Paradiſe unbleſs'd, 
With mournful looks the bliſsful ſcenes ſurvey d, 


And wander'd in the ſolitary ſhade: 

The Maker ſaw, took pity, and beſtow'd 

Woman, the laſt, the beſt reſerve of God. 
A Wife! ah gentle deities, can he 

That has a wife, &er feel adverſity? 

Would men but follow what the ſex adviſe, 

All things would proſper, all the world grow wile. / 

Twas by Rebecca's aid that Jacob won 

His father's bleſſing from an elder ſon: 

Abuſive Nabal ow'd his forfeit life 

To the wiſe conduct of a prudent wife: 

Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews ſhow, 


| Preſerv'd the Jews, and flew th* Aſſyrian foe; 


At Heſter's ſuit, the perſecuting ſword 
Was ſheath'd, and Iſrael liv'd to bleſs the Lord. 


Theſe weighty motives, January the ſage 


Maturely ponder'd in his riper age; 


And charm'd with virtuous joys, and ſober life, 
Would try that chriſtian comfort, call'd a wife: 
His friends were ſummon'd on a point-ſo nice, 
To paſs their judgment, and to give advice; 
But fix'd before, and well reſolv'd was he; 

(As men that ask advice are wont to be) 
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. My friends, he cry'd; (and caſts mournful look 
Around the room, and ſigh'd before he ſpoke : ) 
Beneath the weight of threeſcore years I bend, 
And worn with cares, am halt'ning to my end; 
How [ have liv'd, alas! you know too well, 
In worldly follies, which I bluſh to tell; | 
But gracious heav'n has op'd my eyes at laſt, 
With due regret I view my vices paſt, 
And as the precept of the Church decrees; 
Will take a wife, and live in holy eaſe. 
But ſince by counſel all things ſhould be done, 
And many heads are wiſer (till than one; 
Cuhuſe you for me, who beſt ſhall be content 
When my deſire's approv'd by your conſent, 
One caution yet is needful to be told, | 
To guide your choice; this wife muſt not be old: 
There goes a ſaying, and *twas ſhrewdly ſaid, 
Old fiſh at table, but young fleſh in bed. 
My foul abhors the taſteleſs, dry embrace 
Of a ſtale virgin with a winter face 
In that cold ſeaſon Love but treats his gueſt 
With bean ſtraw, and tough forage at the beſt. 
No crafty widows ſhall approach my bed ; 
Thoſe are too wiſe for batchelors to wed; 
As ſubtle clerks by many ſchools are mad 
Twice-marry'd dames are miſtreſſes o H trade: 
But young and tender virgins, rul'd with eaſe, 
We form like wax, and mold them as we pleaſe. 
Conceive me, Sirs, nor take my ſenſe amiſs; 
*T'is what concerns iny ſoul's eternal bliſs; 
Since if I found no pleaſure in my ſpouſe, 
As fleſh is frail, and who (God help me) knows? 
Then ſhould I live in lewd adultery, 
And fink downright to Sata when I die. 
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Or were I curs'd with an unfruitful bed, 
The righteous ends were loſt, for which 1 wed; 
To raiſe up ſeed to bleſs the pow'rs above, 
And not for pleaſure, only, « or for love. 
Think not I doat; tis time to take a wife, 
When vig'rous blood forbids a chaſter lifes 
Thoſe that are bleſt with ſtore of grace divine, 
May live like faints, by heav'n's conſent, and mine. 

And ſince I ſpeak of wedlock, let me ſay, 
(As, thank my ſtars, in modeſt truth I may) 
My limbs are active, ſtill 'm ſound at heart, 
And a new vigour ſprings in ev'ry part. 
Think not my virtue loſt, tho? time has ſhed 
Theſe rev'rend honours on my hoary head ; 
Thus trees are crown'd with bloſſoms white as ſnow, 
The vital ſap then riſing from below: 
Old as I am, my luſty limbs appear 
Like winter greens, that flouriſh all the year. 
Now, Sirs, you know to what I ſtand inclin'd, 
Let ev'ry friend with freedom ſpeak his mind. 

He ſaid; the reſt in different parts divide, 
The knotty point was urg'd on either fide ; 
Marriage, the theme on which they all declaim'd, _ 
Some prais'd with wit, and ſome with reaſon blam'd. 
Till, what with proofs, objections, and replies, 
Each wondrous poſitive, and wondrous wiſe, 
There fell between his brothers a debate, 
Placebo this was call'd, and Juſtin that. 

Firſt to the Knight Placebo thus begun, 
(Mild were his looks and pleaſing was his tone) 
Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appears, 
As plainly proves, experience dwells with years! 
Yet you purſue ſage Solomoy's advice, 

To work by counſel when affairs are nice: 


But, 
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But, with the wiſeman's leave, I muſt proteſt, 
So may my ſoul arrive at eaſe and reſt, 
As till I hold your own advice the beſt. 
Sir, I have liv'd a courtier all my days, 
And ſtudy'd men, their manners, and their ways; 
And have obſctv'd this uſeful maxim till, 
To let rhy betters always have their will. 
Nay, if my Lord affirm'd that black was white, 
My word was this, your honour's in the right. 
Th? aſſuming Wit, who deeths himſelf ſo wiſe 
As his miſtaken patron to adviſe, 

| Let him not dare to vent his dang'rous thought ; 
A noble fool was never ini a fault. 
This, Sir, affects not you, whoſe ev'ry word 
Is weigh'd with judgment, and befits a Lord: 
Your will is mine; and is (I will maintain) 
Pleaſing to God, and ſhould be ſo to man; 
At leaſt, your courage all the world muſt praiſe, 
Who dire to wed in your declining days. 
Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood, 
And let grey fools be indolently good, 
Who paſt all pleaſure, dami the Joys of ſenſe, 
With rev rend dulneſs, and grave impotence. 

Juſtin, who ſilent ſate, and heard the man, 
Thus, with a philoſophic frown, began. 

A heathen author, of the firſt degree, | 

(Who, tho? not faith, had ſenſe as well as we) 
Bids us be certain our concerns to truſt, 
To thoſe of gen 'rous principles and juſt. 
The venture's greater I'Il preſume to ſay, 
To give your perſon, than your goods away: 
And therefore, Sir, as you regard your reſt, 

Firſt learn your Lady's qualities at leaſt; 
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Whether ſhe's chaſte or rampant, proud or civil; 
Meek as a faint, or haughty as the devil ; 
Whether an eaſy, fond, familiar fool, 
Or ſuch a wit as no man e' er can rule? 
Tis true, perfection none mult hope to find 
In all this world, much leſs in womankind; 
But if her virtues prove the largeſt ſhare, 
Bleſs the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 
Ah, gentle Sir, take warning of a triend, | 
Who knows too well the ſtate you thus commend ; 
And, ſpighr of all its praiſes, mult declare, 
All he can find is bondage, coſt, and care. 
Heav'n knows, I ſhed full many a private tear, 
And ſigh in filence, leſt the worid ſhould hear: 
While all my friends applaud my bliſsful life, 
And ſwear no mortals happier in a wife; 
Demure and chaſte as any veſtal Nun, 
The meekeſt creature that beholds the ſun ! 
But, by th* immortal pow'rs, I feel the pain, 
And he that ſmarts has reaſon to complain. 
Do what you liſt, for me; you mult be ſage, 
And cautious ſack; for wiſdom is in Age: 
But, at theſe years, to venture on the fair! 
By him, who made the ocean, earth, and air, 
To pleaſe a wite, when her, occaſions call, 
Would buſy the moſt vig'rous' of us all. 
And truſt me, Sir, the chaſteſt you can chuſe 
Will ack obſervance, and exact her dues. 
If what I ſpeak my noble Lord offend, by 
My tedious ſermon here is at an end, 15914 
'Tis well, 'tis wond'rous well, the Knight replies, 
Moſt worthy kinſman, faith you're mighty wiſe! 
We, Sirs, are fools; and muſt reſign the cauſfſe 
To heath'niſh authors, WO and old ſaws. - |; / 
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ni Hie ſpake with ſcorn, and turn'd another way ; _— 
| What does my friend, my dear Placebo ſay ? 
I fay, quoth he, by heav'n the man's to blame, 
1 To ſlander wives, and wedlock's holy name. 
1 At this, the council roſe, without delay; | 
| Each, in his own opinion, went his way; 
| With full conſent, that all diſputes appeas'd, | 
Tue Knight ſhould marry, when and where he pleas'd: 
| Who now but Jazzary exults with joy? 
F The charms of wedlock all his ſoul employ : 
F Each nymph by turns his wav'ring mind poſſeſt, 
And reign'd the ſhort-liv'd tyrant of his breaſt ; 
While fancy pictur'd ev'ry lively part, | 
And each bright image wander'd o'er his heart. 
Thus, in ſome publick Forum fix'd on high, 
A Mirrour ſhews the figures moving by; 
Still one by one, in ſwift ſucceſſion, paſs 
The gliding ſhadows o'er the poliſh'd glaſs. 
This Lady's charms the niceſt cou'd not blame, 
But vile ſuſpicions had aſpers'd her fame; 
That was with ſenſe, but not with virtue, bleſt ; 
And one had grace, that wanted all the reſt. 
Thus doubting long, what nymph he ſhou'd obey, 
He fix'd at laſt upon the youthful May, 
Her faults he knew not, Love is always blind, 
But ev'ry charm revolv'd within his mind: 
Her tender age, her form divinely fair, 
Her eaſy motion, her attractive air, 
Her ſweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 
Her moving ſoftneſs, and majeſtic grace. 
Much in his prudence did our Knight rejoice, 
And thought no mortal could diſpute this choice: 
Once more in haſte he ſammon'd ev'ry friend, 
And told them all, their pas were at an end. 
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Heav'n, that (ſaid he) inſpir d me firſt to wed, 
Provides a conſort worthy of tny bed; 

Let none oppoſe th? election, ſince on "this 
Depends my quiet, and tny future bliſs, 

A dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 
Young, beauteous, artleſs, innocent, and wiſe; 
Chaſte, tho? not rich, and tho' not nobly born, 

Of honelt parents, and may ſerve my turn, 

Her will 1 wed, if gracious heav'n fo pleaſe; 
To paſs my age in ſanctity and eaſe : 

And thank the pow rs, I may poſſeſs alone 

The lovely prize, and ſhare my bliſs with none 
If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 
My joys are full, my happineſs is fure. 

One only doubt remains; full oft' Ive heard; | 

By caſuiſts grave, and deep divines averr'd; 
That *tis too much for human race to know 
The bliſs of heav'n above, and earth below. 
Now ſhould the nuptial pleaſures prove f© great, 
To match the bleſſings of the future ſtate, 

Thoſe endlefs joys were ill exchang'd for theſe z 
Then clear this doubt, and ſet my mind at caſe. 

This Juſtin heard, nor could his ſpleen controul, 
Touch'd to the quick, and tickled at the ſoul: 

Sir Knight, he cry'd, if this be all you dread, . 
Heav'n put it paſt your doubt, whene er you wed; 
And to my fervent pray'rs fo far conſent, WG 
That ere the rites are o'er, you may repent ! A 
Good heav'n no doubt the nuptial ſtate approves, 
vince it chaſtiſes ſtill what beſt it loves. 
Then ba not, Sir, abandon'd to deſpair;  - : 


Seek, and perhaps you'll find among the fair, 


One, * N 


—_ 


140 FANVUARY and MAT. 


Not ev'n in wiſh, your happineſs delay; 
But prove the feourge to laſh you on your way: 
Then to the skies your mounting ſoul ſhall go, 
Swift, as an arrow ſoaring from the bow! 
Provided ſtill, you moderate your joy, 
Nor in your pleaſures all your might employ, - 
Let reaſon's rule your ſtrong deſires abate, 
Nor pleaſe too laviſhly your gentle mate. 
Old wives there are, of judgment moſt acute, 
Who ſolve theſe queſtions beyond all diſpute; 
Conſult with thoſe, and be of better chear ; 
Marry, do penance, and diſmiſs your fear. 
So ſaid, they roſe, nor more the work delay'd; 
The match was offer'd, the propoſals made. 
The parents, you may think, would ſoon comply ; 
The Old have int'reit ever in their eye. 
Nor was it hard to move the Lady's mind, 
Wen fortune favours, ſtill the fair are kind. 
I paſs each previous ſettlement and deed, _ 
Too long for me to write, or you to read; 
Nor will with quaint impertinence diſplay 
The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 
The time approach'd, to Church the parties went, 
At once with carnal and devout intent: 
Forth came the Prieſt, and bade th* obedient wife 
Like Sarah or Rebecca, lead her life: | 
Then pray'd the pow'rs the fruitful bed to bleſs, 
And made all ſure enough with holineſs. 
And now the palace gates are open'd wide, 
The gueſts appear in order, ſide by fide,  _ 
And plac'd in ſtate, the bridegroom and the bride. - 


The breathing flute's ſoft notes are heard around, 


And the ſhrill trumpets mix their ſilver ſound ;, 
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The vaulted roofs with echoing muſic ring, 
Theſe touch the vocal ſtops, andthoſethe trembling ring, 
Not thus Amphion tun'd the warbling lyre, 
Nor Joab the ſounding clarion could inſpire, 
Nor fierce Theodamas, . whoſe ſprightly ſtrain 
Cou'd ſwell the ſoul to rage, and fire the martial train. 
Bacchus himſelf, the nuptial feaſt to grace, 
(So Poets ſing) was preſent on the place: | 
And lovely Venut, Goddeſs of delight, | 
Shook high her flaming torch in open. ſight, : 
And danc'd around, and ſmil'd on ev'ry Knight : 
Pleas'd her beſt ſervant wou'd his courage hh 
No leſs in wedlock, than in liberty. 
Full many an age old Hymn had not ſpy'd 
So kind a bridegroom, or ſo bright a bride. 
Ye bards! renown d among the tuneful throng, 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial ſong; 
Think not your ſofteſt numbers can diſplay 
The matchleſs glories of this bliſsful daß: 
The joys are ſuch, as far tranſcend your rage, 
When tender youth has wedded ſtooping age. 
The beauteous dame ſate ſmiling at the board, 
And darted am'rous glances at her Lord; 
Not Heſter's ſelf, whoſe charms the Hades ſing, 
Per look'd ſo lovely on her Perſian King: 
Bright as the riſing ſun, in ſummer's day, 
And freſh and blooming as the month of May! 
The joyful Knight ſurvey'd her by his ſide, 
Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan bride: 
Still as his mind revoly'd with vaſt delight _ 
Th'entrancing raptures of th approaching night: 
Reſtleſs he ſate, invoking ev ry pow'r, 
To 125 his bliſs, and haſte the happy hour. 
ean- 
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Meantime.the vigrous dancers beat the ground, 
And ſongs were ſung, and flowing bowls went round; 
With od'rous ſpices they perfan'd the place, 
And mirth and pleaſure fhone in ev'ry face. 
Damian alone of all the menial train, 
Sad in the midſt of triumphs, figh'd for pain; 
Damian alone, the knight's obſtquioys ſquire, 
Conſum'd at heart, and fed a ſecret fire, 
His lovely miſtreſs all his ſoul poſſeſt, 
He look'g, he languiſh'd, and cou is way, reſt; 


His task perform'd, he ſadly went his way, 

Fell on his bed, and loath'd the light of day; 

There let him lie; till the relenting dame 

Weep i in her turn, and waſte in equal flame. 
The weary ſun, as learned poets write, 

Forſook th' horizon, and rowl'd down the light; 

While glitt ring ſtars his abſent beams fupply, 

And night's dark mantle overſpread the sky 

l Then roſe the gueſts; and as the time requird, 

| Each paid his thanks, and decently retir'd. - 

I be foe once gone, our Knight prepar'd t undreſk, 
So keen he was, and eager to : 

But firſt thought fit th' affiſtance to receive, | 
Which grave Phyſicians ſcrupte not to give; 
Satyrion near, with hot Eringo's ſtood, 
Cantharides, to fire the lazy blood, 

Whoſe ufe old Bards deſcribe in lufcious rhymes; 

And Critics learn'd explain to modern times. 

By this the ſheets were ſpread, the hride undreſꝰ d, 

The room was ſprinkled, and the bed was blend. 
What next enſu'd beſeems not me to fay;' 
Tis ſung, he labour d till the dawning day, 


Then 
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Then briskly ſprung from bed, with heart fo light, 
As all were nothing he had done by night ; 0 
And ſupp'd his cordial as he ſate upright; 
He kiſs'd his balmy ſpouſe with wanton play, 
And feebly ſung a luſty roundelay: 
Then on his couch his weary limbs he caſt; 
For ev'ry labour muſt have reſt at laſt. | 
But anxious cares the penſive ſquire oppreſt, 
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forſook his breaſt ; 
The raging flames that in his boſom dwell, 
He wanted art to hide, and means to tell. 
Yet hoping time th' occafjon might betray, - 
Compos'd a ſonnet to the lovely May; 
Which writ and folded, with the niceſt art, 
He wrapt in filk, and laid upon his heart. 

When now the fourth revolving day was run, 
(Twas June, and Cancer had receiv'd the fun) 
Forth from her chamber came the beauteous bride; 
The good old knight moy'd ſlowly by her ſide. 

High Maſs was ſung ; they feaſted in the hall; 
The ſervants round ſtood ready at their call, 
The ſquire alone was abſent from the board, 
And much his ſickneſs griey'd his worthy Lord, 
Who pray'd his ſpouſe, attended by her train, 
To viſit Damian, and divert his pain, | 
Th! obliging dames obey'd with one conſent; 
They left the hall, and to his lodging went; 
The female tribe ſurround him as he lay, 

And cloſe beſide him ſate the gentle May: 
Where, as ſhe try'd his pulſe, he ſoftly drew 

A ſpeaking figh, and caſt a mournful view ; 
Then gave his bill, and brib'd the pow'rs divine 
With ſecret vows, to favour his deſign, 
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Who ſtudies now but diſcontented May: 

On her ſoft couch uneaſily ſhe lay: | 

The lumpiſh husband ſnoar'd away the night, | 
Tin coughs awak'd him near the morning light. 
What then he did, I not preſume to tell, 
Nor if ſhe thought herſelf in heav'n or hell: 
Honeſt and dull, in nuptial bed they lay, 

Till the bell toll'd, and all aroſe to pray. 
Were it by forceful deſtiny decreed, 

Or did from chance, or nature's pow'r proceed; 
Or that ſome ſtar with aſpect kind to love, 
Shed its ſelecteſt influence from above; 
Whatever was the cauſe, the tender dame 
Felt the firſt motions of an infant flame; 
Receiv'd th? impreſſions of the love-ſick ſquire, 
And waſted in the ſoft, infectious fire. 

Ye fair, draw near, let May's example move 
Your gentle minds to pity thoſe-who love! 
Had ſome fierce tyrant in her ſtead been font, 
The poor adorer ſure had hang'd, or drown'd: 

But The, your ſex's mirrour, free from pride, 
Was much too meek to prove a homicide, - 

But to my tale: ſome Sages have defin'd 
Pleaſure the ſov'reign bliſs of humankind : 

Our Knight (who ſtudy' d much, we may ſuppoſe) 

Deriv'd this high philoſophy from thoſe; 

.For, like a Prince, he bore the vaſt expence 

Of laviſh pomp and proud magnificence : 

His houſe was ſtately, his retinue gay, 

Large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 

His ſpacious garden made to yield to none, 

Was compaſs'd round with walls of ſolid ſtone; 

Priapus cou'd not half deſcribe the grace 

(Tho! God of gardens) of this charming place: 
A place 
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A place to tire the rambling wits of France f 
In long deſcriptions, and exceed Romance; 

Enough to ſhame the gentleſt bard that ſings 
Of painted meadows, and of purling ſprings. 

Full in the centre of the flow'ry ground, . 
A chryſtal fountain ſpread its ſtreams around, 8 
The fruitful banks with verdant lawrels crown'd : 
About this ſpring (if ancient fame ſay true) 
The dapper Elves their moonlight ſports purſue ; 
Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 

In circling dances gambol'd on the green, 
While tuneful ſprites a merry conſort made, 
And airy muſic warbled thro” the ſhade. 

Hither the noble knight would oft” repair, 
(His ſcene of pleaſure, and peculiar care) 
For this he held it dear, and always bore 
The filver key that lock'd the garden door. : 
To this ſweet place, in ſummer's ſultry heat, * 
He us'd from noiſe and bug neſs to retreat; 
And here in dalliance ſpend the live-long day, 75 
Solus cum ſola, with his ſprightly May. "4 
For whate' er work was undiſchargd a-bed-. 8 
The duteous knight in this fair garden pee. 
But ah! what mortal lives of bliſs ſecure, e 
How ſhort a ſpace our worldly joys endure? N 
O Fortune, fair, like all thy treach'rous kind, 
But faithleſs ſtill, and wav'ring as the wind! | 
O painted monſter, form'd mankind to cheat, 1 N 
With pleaſing poiſon, and with ſoft deceit! wy} 
This rich, this am'rous, venerable knight, | | 
Amidſt. his eaſe, his ſolace; and delight, VT 
Struck blind by thee, reſigns his days to grief, 
And calls on death, the wretch's laſt relief. 
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The rage of jealouſy then ſeiz'd his mind, 

For much he fear'd the faith of womankind. 

His wife not ſuffer'd from his fide to ſtray, : 


Was captive kept, he watch'd her night and day, 
Abridg'd her pleaſures, and confin'd her ſway. 
Full oft in tears did hapleſs May complain, 
And ſigh'd full oft” ; but ſigh'd and wept in vain; 
She look'd on Damian with a lover's eye, 
For oh, twas fix'd; ſhe muſt poſlels or dye! 
Nor leſs i impatience vex'd her am'rous ſquire, 
Wild with delay, and burning with defire. 
Watch'd as ſhe was, yet could not he refrain 
By ſecret writing to diſcloſe his pain ; 
The dame by ſigns reveal'd her kind intent, 
Till both were conſcious what each other meant. 
Ah gentle knight; what would thy eyes avail, 
Tho' they could ſee as far as ſhips can ſail? 
Tis better ſure, when blind, deceiv'd to be, 
Than be deluded when a man can ſee! 
Argus himſelf, ſo cautious and ſo wile, 
Was over-watch'd, for all his hundred eyes: 
So many an honeſt husband may, tis known, 
Who, wiſely, never thinks the caſe his own. 
The dame at laſt, by diligence and care, 
Procur'd the key her knight was wont to bear; 
bbe took the wards in wax before the fire, 
And gaveth' impreſſion to the truſty ſquire. 
By means of this, ſome wonder ſhall appear, 
Which in due place and ſeaſon, you may hear, 
Well ſung ſweet Ovid in the days of yore, 
What fi ght is that which Love will not __—_ 
And — and Thisbe plainly ſhow 
The feats true lovers, when they liſt, can do: 


Tho 
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Tho watch'd and captive, yet in ſpite of all, 
They found the art of kiffing thro* a wall. 

But now no longer from our tale to ſtray; 

It happ'd, that once upon a ſummer's day, f 
Our rev'rend knight was urg d to am'rous play: 
He rais'd his ſpouſe, e're Matin bell was rung, 
And thus his morning canticle he ſung. ; 

Awake, my love, diſcloſe thy radiant eyes; 
Ariſe, my wife, my beauteous Lady, riſe! 

Hear how the doves with penfive notes complain, 
And in ſoft murmurs tell the trees their pain; 
Ine winter's paſt; the clouds and tempeſts fl; 
The ſun adorns the fields, and brightens all the sky. 
Fair without ſpot, whoſe ev'ry charming part 
My boſom wounds, and captivates my heart ; 
Come, and in mutual pleaſures let's engage, 
Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. WT 

This heard, to Damian ſtrait a fign ſhe male, 
To haſte before; the gentle ſquire obey'd: 
Secret, and undeſcry'd;” he took his way, 

And ambuſh'd cloſe behind an arbour lay. 

It was not long c re January came, e! 
And hand in hand, with him, his lovely 3 
Blind as he was, not doubting all was ſure, 
He turn'd- the key, and made the gate ſecure. - 

Here let us walk, he ſaid, obſerv'd by none, 
Conſcious of pleaſures to the world unknown: - 
So may my ſoul have joy, as thou, my wife, 

Art far the deareſt ſolace of my life; 

And rather wou'd I chuſe, by heav'n above, 
To die this Inſtant, than to loſe thy love. 
Refle& what truth was in my paſſion ſhown, 
When un- endow'd, I took thee for my. own, 
And ſought no treaſure but thy heart alone. 


The loſs of thee is what I only fear, 
+ Confider then, my Lady, and my wife, 
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- as I am, and now depriv'd of ſight, .- 
While thou art faithful to thy own true n. | 
Nor age, nor blindneſs, rob me of delight. f 
Each other loſs with / patience can bear, 


The ſolid comforts of a virtuous life. — 
As firſt, the love of Chrilt himſelf you gain; 
Next, your own honour undefil'd maintain; 
Ard laſtly that which ſure your mind muſt move, 
My whole eſtate ſhall. gratify your loye: ry 
Make your own terms, and e're to morrow's ſun - 
Diſplays his light, by heav'n it ſhall be done. 
I ſeal the contract with a holy kiſs, | - 
And will perform, by this — my dear, and W 
Have comfort, ſpouſe, nor think thy Lord unk ind; 


Tris love, not jealouſy, that fires my minlc. She 
For when thy charms my ſober. thoughts engage, And 

And join'd to them, my own unequal age; 'Tw 
From thy dear fide I have no pow”'r.to part, And 

Such ſecret tranſports warm my melting heart. Thit 
For who that once poſſeſt thoſe heav ny ah And 
Cou'd live one moment, abſent from thy arms? - The 
Nie ceas'd, and May with modeſt grace reply d; Wh 
(Weak was her voice, as while ſhe ſpoke the cry'd 9 'T 

| Heav'n knows, (with that a tender ſigh ſhe _— His | 

J have a-ſoul to fave as well as you; And 

And, what no leſs you to my charge commend, To x 

My Faun! honour, will to death defend. Clea 

To you in holy Church I gave my hand, Had 

And join'd my heart in wedlock's ſacred band : He p 

Vet after this, if you diſtruſt my care, And 


Then hear, my Lord, and witneſs what [ Fivear, 
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Firſt may the yawning earth her boſom rend, 
And let me hence to hell alive deſcend; 
Or die the death I dread no leſs tban hell, 
Sow'd in a ſack, and plung'd into a well: 
E're I my fame by one lewd act diſgrace, 
Or once renounce the honour of my race. 
For know, fir Knight, of gentle blood I came, 
T loath a whore, and ſtartle at the name. 
But jealous men on their own crimes reflect, 
And learn from thence their ladies to ſuſpect: 
Elſe why theſe needleſs cautions, Sir, to me ? 
Theſe doubts and fears of female conſtancy ? 
This chime till rings in ev'ry Lady's ear, 
The only ſtrain a wife muſt hope to hear. 

Thus while ſhe ſpoke, a ſidelong glance ſhe caſt, 
Where Damian kneeling, worſhipp'd as ſhe paſt. 
She ſaw him watch the motions of her eye, 
And ſingled out a Peartree planted nigh : ö 
Twas charg'd with fruit that made a goodly ſhow, 
And hung with dangling pears was ev'ry bough. 
Thither th* obſequious ſquire addreſs'd his pace, 
And climbing, in the ſummit took his place; 
The Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in view, 
Where let us leave them, and our tale purſue. 

Twas now the ſeaſon when the glorious ſun 
His heav'nly progreſs thro the Twins had rung 
And Jo ve, exalted, his mild influence yields. 
To glad the glebe, and paint the flow'ry fields. 
Clear was the day, and Phœbus riſing bright, 
Had ſtreak'd the azure firmament with light; 
He pierc'd the glitt'ring clouds with golden ſtreams, 
And warm'd the womb of earth with genial beams. 
It 


uy, 
* 
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It ſo befel, in that fair Ln 
The Fairies ſported on the garden's 84 ; 
And, in the midſt, their Monarch and his bride. 


The knights ſo nimbly &'er the greenſword bound 


So featly tripp'd'the lightfoot Ladies round N 


That ſcarce they bent the flow ' rs, or touch d the ground. 
The dances ended, all the fairy train ; 
For pinks and daſies ſearch'd the flow'ry plain; 
While on a bank reclin'd of rifing green, 
Thus, with a trown, the King beſpoke his Queen. 
Tis too apparent, argue what you can, 
The treachery you women uſe to man: 
A thouſand authors have this truth made out, 
And ſad experience leaves no room tor doubt. 
Heav'n reſt thy ſpirit, noble Solomon, 
A wiſer monarch never ſaw the ſun: 
All wealth, all honours, the ſupreme degree 
Of earthly bliſs, was well beſtow'd on thee ! 
For ſagely haſt thou ſaid ; Of all mankind, 
One only juſt, and righteous, hope to find: 
But ſhould'ſt thou ſearch the ſpacious world around, 
Vet one good woman were not to be found. 
Thus ſays the King who knew your wickedneſs; 
The ſon of Sirach teſtifies no leſs. | 
So may ſome wildfire on your bodies fall, 
Or ſome devouring plague conſume you all; 
As well you view the Leacher in the tree, 
And well this honourable knight you ſee: 
But fince he's blind and old, (a helpleſs caſe) 
His fquire ſhall cuckold him before your face. 
Now by my own dread majeſty I ſwear, 
And by this awful ſcepter which I bear, 
Noi impious wretch ſhall *ſcape unpuniſh'd long, 
That in my preſence offers ſuch a wrong. — 
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1 will this inſtant undeceive the knight, 
And, in the very act, reſtore his ſight; 
And ſet the ſtrumpet here in open view, 
A warning to theſe Ladies, and to you, 
And all the faithleſs ſex, for ever to be true. 
And will you ſo, reply'd the Queen, indeed? 
Now, by my mother's ſoul, it is decreed, 
She ſhall not want an anſwer at her need. 
For her, and for her daughter's, I'll engage, 
And all the ſex in each ſucceeding age; 
Art ſhall be theirs to varniſh an offence, 
And fortify their crimes with confidence. 
Nay, were they taken in a ſtrict embrace, 
Seen with both eyes and pinion'd on the place; 
All they ſhall need is to proteſt, and en, | 
Breathe a ſoft ſigh, and drop a tender tear; | 
Till their wiſe husbands, gull'd by arts like theſe, 
Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as geeſe, 
What tho? this ſlandrous Few, this Solomon, 
Call'd women fools, and knew full many a . 
The wiſer wits of later times declare, 4 
How conſtant, chaſte, and virtuous, women are 
Witneſs the martyrs, who refign'd their breath, 
Serene in torments, unconcern'd in death; 
And witneſs next what Komar authors tell, 
How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 
But ſince the ſacred leaves to all are free, 
And men interpret texts, why ſhould not we? 
By this no more was meant, than to have ſhown,' 
That ſoy? reign goodneſs dwells in Him alone; 
Who only is, and is but only one. 
But grant the worſt ; ſhall women then be — 
By ew ry word that Solomon has df 
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What tho” this King (as ancient ſtory boaſts) 
Built a fair temple to the Lord of hoſts; 
He ceas'd at laſt his Maker to adore, 
And did as much for Idol-gods, or more. 
Beware what laviſh praiſes you confer 
On a rank leacher and idolater ; 
Whoſe reign indulgent God, ſays holy writ, 
Did but for David's righteous ſake permit; 
David, the monarch after heav'ns own ming, 
Who lov'd our ſex, and honour'd all our kind. 
Well, I'm a woman, and as ſuch muſt ſpeak ; 
Silence would ſwell me, and my heart would break. 
Know then, I ſcorn your dull authorities, 
Your idle wits, and all their learned lies. 
By heav'n, thoſe authors are our ſex's foes, 
Whom, in our right, I muſt, and will oppoſe. 

Nay (quoth the King) dear Madam be not wroth ; 
J yield it up; but fince I gave my oath, 
That this much-injur'd knight again ſhou'd ſee; 
It muſt be done I am a King, ſaid he, 

And one, whoſe faith has ever ſacred been. 
And ſo has mine, (ſhe ſaid) ——1 am a Queen! 
Her Anſwer ſhe ſhall have, I undertake; 

And thus an end of all difpute I make: 
Try when you liſt; and you ſhall find, my Lord, 
It is not in our ſex to break our word. 
We leave them here in this heroic ſtrain, 
And to the knight our ſtory turns again; 
Who in the garden, with his lovely May, 
Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay: | 
This was his ſong; © Oh kind and conſtant be, 
.& Conſtant and kind III ever prove to thee. 
Thus ſinging as he went, at laſt he drew 
By eaſy ſteps to where the Peartree grew: 
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The longing dame look'd up, and ſpy'd her Love 
Full fairly perch'd among the boughs above. 
She ſtopp'd, and ſighing: oh good Gods, ſhe cry'd, 
What pangs, what ſudden ſhoots diſtend my ſide? 
O for that tempting fruit, ſo freſh, io grem; _ 
Help, for the love of heav'n's immortal Queen! 
Help, deareſt Lord, and fave at once the Life 
Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife 
Sore ſigh'd the knight to hear his Lady's cry, 
But cou'd not climb, and had no ſervant nigh: 
Old as he was, and void of eye-fight tov, 
What cou'd, alas! the helpleſs husband do? 
And muſt I languiſh then, ſhe ſaid, and die, 
Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye? 
At leaſt, kind Sir, for charity's ſweet ſake, 
Vouchſafe the trunk between your arms to take; 
Then from your back I might aſcend the tree; 
Do you but ſtoop, and leave the reſt to me. 
With all my ſoul, he thus reply'd again, 
I'd ſpend my deareſt blood to eaſe thy pain; 
With that, his back againſt the trunk he bent, 
She ſeiz'd a twig, and up the tree ſue went. 
Now prove your patience, gentle Ladies all“ 
Nor let on me your heavy anger fall: 
Tis truth I tell, tho” not in phraſe refin'd; 
Tho? blunt my tale, yet honeR is my mind, 
What feats the Lady in the tree might do, 
| paſs, as gambols never known to you; 
But ſure it was a merrier fit, ſhe ſwore, 
Than in her life ſhe ever felt before. 
In that nice Moment, lo! the wond'ring knight 
Look'd out, and ſtood reſtor'd to ſudden fight. 
trait on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 
be As one whoſe thoughts Ms his ſpouſe intent; 
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But when he ſaw his boſom-wife ſo dreſt, 

His rage was ſuch as cannot be expreſt : 

Nat frantic mothers when their infants die, 

With louder clamours rend the vaulted sky: 

He cry'd, he roar'd, he ſtorm'd, he tore his Hair; 

Death! hell! and furies! what Joſt thou do there? 
What ails my Lord, the trembling dame reply'd, 

I thought your patience had been bettet try d: 

Is this your Love, ungrateful and unkind, 

This my reward for having cur'd the blind? 

Why was I taught to make my husband ſee, 

By ſtrugling with a man upon a tree? 

Did I, for this, the pow'r of magic prove? 

Unhappy wife, whoſe crime was too much love! 
If this be ſtrugling, by this holy light, 

*Tis ſtrugling with a vengeance (quoth the * 

So heav'n preſerve the ſight it has reſtor'd, 

As with theſe eyes I plainly ſaw thee whor'd; 

Whor'd by my flaye—perfidious wretch! may hell 

As ſurely ſeize thee, as I ſaw too well. 

Guard me, good angels ! cry'd the gentle May, 
Pray heav'n, this magic work the proper way! 
Alas, my love! *tis certain, could you ſee, 

You ne'er had us'd theſe killing words to me: 
So help me fates, as tis no perfect ſight, 

But ſome faint glimm'ring of a doubtful light. 
What have faid, (quoth he) I muſt maintain, 
For by th* immortal pow'rs, it ſeem d too plain 
By all thoſe pow'rs, ſome frenzy ſeiz'd your mind, 
(Reply'd the dame) are theſe the thanks I find? 

Wretch that I am, that &er I was ſo kind! 
She faid ; a riſing üg expreſs d her woe, 


The ready tears. apace began to flow, | 
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And as they fell, ſhe wip'd from either eye 

he drops, (for women, when they lit, can oy) 
The knight was touch'd, and in his looks appear'd. 
Signs of remorſe, white thus his ſpouſe he chear d. 
Madam, tis paſt, and my ſhort anger oer; 

Come down, and vex your tender heart no more! 
Excuſe me, dear, if ought amiſs was ſaid, 

or, on my ſoul, amends ſhall ſoon be made: 

et my repentance your forgiveneſs draw, 

By heav'n, I ſwore but what I thought I ſaw; 

Ah my lov'd Lord !*twas much unkind (ſhe ery d) 
Un bare ſuſpicion thus to treat your bride: | 
Put till your fight's eſtabliſh'd, for a while, 

Imperfect Objects may your ſenſe beguile. 
hus when from ſleep we firſt our Jes diſplay, 
he balls ſeem wounded with the piercing ray, 
und dusky vapour riſe, and 22 the as 
do juſt recov ring from the ſhades 0 Deen 
our ſwimming eyes are drunk with den light; £ 
Strange phantoms Uancs: und, and skim before 
your ſighgt. 
Then, Sir, be cautious, not too taſhly deem; 
Heav'n knows how ſeldom things are what they ſeem | 
Conſult your reaſon, and you ſoon ſhall find 
Twas Jou were jealous, not your wife unkind: 
Jove ne'er ſpoke oracle more true than this, 
None judge ſo wrong as thoſe who think amiſs. 
With that, ſhe leap'd into her Lord's embrace, 
With well-diſſembled virtue in her face: 
te hugg'd her cloſe, and kiſs'd her o'er and o'er, 
Dilturd'd with doubts and jealouſies no more: 
By pleas'd and bleſs'd, renew'd their mutual vows, 
fruitful wife, and a believi ale. 
Wife, an M a ing 15 ” Thus 
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Thus ends our tale, whoſe moral next to make, 
Let all wiſe husbands hence example take, | 
And pray, to crown the pleaſures of their lives, 
To be ſo well deluded by their wives. 


1 


Wife of Bath 


Wiſe of Bath. 


FROM 
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Ehold the Woes of b life, 
And hear with rev'rence an experienc'd wife! 
To dear-bought wiſdom give the credit due, 
And think for once a woman tells you true. 
[n all theſe trials I have born a part; 
I was my ſelf the ſcourge that caus'd the ſmart;. 
For, ſinde fifteen, in triumph have I led 
Five captive husbands from the church to bed. 

Chriſt ſaw a wedding once, the ſcripture fays, 
And ſaw but one, tis thought in all his days; 
Whence ſome infer, whoſe conſcience is too nice, 
No pious Chriſtian ought to marry twice. | 

But let them read, and ſolve me, if they can, 


The words addreſi d to the Samaritan : 
Five times in lawful wedlock ſhe was join'd ; 


And fure the certain ſtint was ne'er defin'd. 


Encreaſe 
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Encreaſe aud multiply was heav'n's command, 
And that's a text I clearly underſtand. 
This too, © Let men their fires and mothers leave, 
« And to their dearer wives for ever-cleave. _ 
More wives than one by Solomon were try d, 
Or elſe the wiſeſt of mankind's bely'd. 
I've had my ſelf full many a merry fit, 
And truſt in heav'n I may have many yet. 
For when my tranſitory ſpouſe, unkind, 
Shall die, and leave his woful wife behind, : 
III take the next good chriſtian I can find. 
Paul, knowing one could never ſerve oùr turn, 
Declar'd * twas better far to wed, than burn; 
There's danger in aſſembling fire and tow, 
I grant 'em that; and what it means you know. 
The ſame Apoſtle too has elſewhere wu d 
No precept for virginity he found: | 
Tis but a counſel — and we women ſtill. 
Take which we like, the counſel, or our will. 
I envy not their bliſs, if he or ſhe 
Think fit to live in perfect chaſtity, 
Pure let them be, and free from taint of vice; 
I, for a few ſlight ſpots, am not ſo nice. 
Heav'n calls us diff rent ways, on theſe beſtows 
One proper gift, another grants to thoſe : 
Not ev'ry man's oblig'd to ſell his ſtore, 
And give up all his ſubſtance to the poor; 
Such as are perfect, may, I can't deny; 
But, by your leave, divines, ſo am not I. 
Full many a ſaint, ſince firſt the world began, 
Liv'd an unſpotted maid in ſpite of man: 
Let ſuch (a God's name) with fine wheat be fed, 
And let us honeſt wives eat 22 55 _ 


. 
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For me, I'll keep the poſt aſſign d by heav'n, 

And uſe the copious talent it has givin; 

Let my good ſpouſe pay tribute, do me right, 
And keep an equal reck'ning ev'ry night; 
His proper body is not his, but mine; 

For ſo ſaid Paul, and Paul's a ſound divine. 

Know then, of thoſe five husbands I have had, 
Three were juſt tolerable, two were bad. 

The three were old, but rich and fond beſide, 

And toil'd moſt piteouſly to pleaſe their bride; 

But fince their wealth (the beſt they had) was mine, 

The reſt, without much loſs, I could reſign. 

Sure tO be lov'd, I took no pains to pleaſe, 

Vet had more pleaſure far than they had eaſe. 
Preſents flow'd in apace: with ſnow'rs of gold, 

They made their court, like Jupiter of old, 

If I but ſmil'd, a ſudden youth they found, 

And a new pally ſeiz'd them when | frown'd. 

Ye ſov'reign wives! give ear, and underſtand ; 
Thus ſhall ye ſpeak, and exerciſe command. 

For never was it giv'n to mortal man, 

To lye ſo boldly as we women can. 
Forſwear the fact, tho' ſeen with both his 
And call your maids to witneſs how he Ns” 

Hark old Sir Paul ('twas thus I us'd to ſay) 
Whence is our neighbour's wife ſo rich and gay? 
Treat. d, careſs'd, where-e'er ſhe's pleas'd to om 
[ ſit in tatters, and immur'd at home! 

Why to her houſe doſt thou ſo oft repair? 

Art thou ſo am'rous? and is ſhe ſo fair? b 

If I but ſee a couſin or a friend, 

Lord! how you ſwell, and rage like any fiend! 
But you reel home, a drunken beaſtly bear, 
Then preach till midnight in your eaſy chair; Me 
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Cry wives are falſe, and ev'ry woman evil, 
And give up all that's female to the devil. 

If poor (you ſay) ſhe drains her husband's purſe; 


If rich, ſhe keeps her Prieſt, or ſomething worſe; : 


If highly born, intolerably vain; 
Vapours and pride by turns poſſeſs her brain: 
Now gaily mad, now ſourly ſplenetic, 
Freakiſh when well, and fretful when ſhe's ſick. 
- fair, then chaſte ſhe cannot long abide, 

8 youth attack'd on ev'ry ide. 

ul, her wealth the luſty lover lures, 

Oc elſe her wit ſome fool- -gallant procures, 
Or elſe ſhe dances with gr | 
Or ſhape excuſes the defects of face. 

There ſwims no gooſe ſo grey, but, ſoon or late, 
She finds ſome honeſt gander for her mate. 5 

Horſes (thou ſay'ſt) and aſſes men may try, 
And ring ſuſpected veſſels ere they buy: 
But wives, a random choice, untry d they take, 
They dream in courtſhip, but in wedlock wake; 
Then, nor till then, the veil's remov'd away, 
And all the woman glares in open day. 

| You tell me, to preſerve your wife's good grace, 
Your eyes muſt always languiſh on my face, 
Your tongue with conſtant flatt'ries feed my ear, 
And tag each ſentence with, My life! my dear! 
If, by ſtrange chance, a modeſt bluſh be rais'd, 
Be ſure my fine complexion muſt be prais'd : 
© My garments always muſt be new and gay, 
And feaſts (till kept upon mywedding-day : 


Then muſt my Nurſe be pleas'd, and fav'rite maid; 


And endleſs treats, and endleſs vi ts paid, 
: To'a long train of kindred, friends, allies; 
All this thou ſay'ſt, and all thou ſay'ſt are lies. 
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On Jenin too you eaſt a ſquinting eye; . 
What? can your prentice raiſe your jealouſy? 
Freſh ape his ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair, 
And like the burniſh'd gold his curling hair: 
But clear thy wrinkled brow? and quit thy forrow, 
I'd ſcorn your prentice, ſhould you die to morrow. 
Why are thy cheſts all lock'd? on what deſign ? 
Are not thy worldly goods and treaſure mine? 
Sir, I'm no fool: nor ſhall you, by St. John, 
Have goods and body to your ſelf alone. 1 
One you ſhall quit in ſpight of both your eyes 
] heed not, I, the bolts, the locks, the ſpies. , 
If you had wit, you'd ſay, Go where you will, 
Dear ſpouſe, I credit not the tales they tell. 
6 Take all the freedoms of a married life; 
“] know thee for a virtuous, faithful wife. 

Lord! when you have enough, what need you care 
How merrily ſoever others fare? | 
Tho! all the day 1 take and give delight, 

Doubt not, ſufficient will be left at night. 
'Tis but a juſt and rational defire, 
To light a taper at a neighbour's fire. | 

There's Danger too, you think, in rich array, 
And none can long be modeſt that are gay. 
The Cat, if you but ſindge her tabby Skin, 

The chimney keeps, and fits. content within; 
But once grown fleck, will from her corner run, 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the ſun; 
She licks her fair round face, and frisks abroad 
To ſhow her furr, and to be catterwaw'd. 

Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to my defires 
Theſe three right ancient venerable fires. | 
I told em, Thus you ſay, and thus you do 

And told em falſe, but Jentin ſwore "twas true. 


I, like a dog, couldbite as well as whine: 
; And firſt complain'd, wheneꝰ er the guilt was mine 
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Itax'd them oft' with wenching and amours, 
When their weak legs ſcarce dragg'd em out of doors; 


And ſwore the rambles that I took by night, 
Were all to ſpy what damſels they bedight. 
That colour brought me many hours of Mirth; 


For all this wit is giv'n us from our birth: 
Heav'n gave to woman the peculiar grace 
To ſpia, to weep, and cully human race. 


By this nice conduct and this prudent courſe, 
By murm' ring, wheedling, ſtratagem and force, 


I till prevail'd, and would be in the right, 

Or curtain - lectures made a reſtleſs night. 

If once my husband's arm was o'er my fide, 
What ? ſo familiar with your ſpouſe? I cry d: - 


I levy'd firſt a tax upon his need, 


Then let him— --twas a nicety indeed! 
Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, 
Marry who will, our Sex is to be ſold ! 


Wik empty hands no tafſels you can lure, | 


But fulſom love for gain we can endure: 

For gold we love the impotent and old. 
And heave, and pant, and kiſs, and cling, for gold. 
Yet with embraces, curſes oft I mixt, 


70 Then kiſdd again, and chid and rail'd betwirt. 
25 Well, I may make my will in peace, and die, 5 
yg For not one word in man's arrears am I. 
= Loo drop a dear Diſpute I was unable, 


Ev'n tho? the Pope himſelf had fate at table. 
But when my point was gain' d, then thus I ſpoke, 
“Billy, my dear, how ſheepiſhly you loox? 

Approach, my ſpouſe, and let me kiſs thy cheek; 
Thou ſhould'ſt be always thus, reſign'd and meek ! 


— 
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% Of Job's great patience ſince ſo oft? you preach, 
« Well ſhould you practiſe, who ſo well enn 
« *Tis difficult to do, I muſt allow, 
« But I, my deareſt, will inſtru& you how. 
« Great i is the blefling of a prudent wife, RET 
« Who puts a period to domeſtic ſtrife! s 129k 
« ne of us two muſt rule, and one obey; e 
« And fince in man right reaſon bears the way, wg 4 
« Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way. 
© The wives of all our Race have ever ruPd © 8 Rs 
Their tender husbands, and their paſſions cool'd. 
&« Fye, 'tis unmanly thus to ſigh and groan; 
What? would you have me to your ſelf alone? 
* Why take me, Love! take all and ev'ry part! 
* Here's your revenge! you love it at your heart. 
„Would I vouchſafe to ſell what nature gave, 
« You little think what cuſtom I could have? 
“ But ſee! I'm all your own—-nay hold — for ſhame! 
What means my dear— indeed -— you are to blame. 
Thus with my firſt three Lords I paſt my Life; 
A very woman, and a very wife! 
What ſums from theſe old ſpouſes I could raiſe, 
Procur'd young husbands in my riper days. 
Tho? paſt my bloom, not yet decay'd was I, 
Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a Pye. 
In country dances ſtill I bore the bell, 
And ſung as ſweet as ev'ning Philomel. 
To clear my quail-pipe and refreſh my ſoul, 
Full oft' I drain'd the ſpicy nut- brown bowl; 
Rich luſcious Wines, that youthful blood improve, 
And warm the ſwelling veins to feats of love. 
K. For *tis as ſure, as cold ingenders hail, 
A liqu'riſh mouth muſt have a lech'rous tail 
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So bleſs the good man's ſoul, I fay no more. 
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Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, | 

As all true gameſters by experience know. | 

But oh good Gods! whene'er a thought I , ; 
On all the joys, of youth and beauty paſt, — 

To find in pleaſures I have had my part, 

Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 

This wicked world was once my dear delight; 

Now all my conqueſis, all my charms good night! 

The flour conſum'd, the beſt that now I can, 

Is &en to make my market of the bran. 


My fourth dear ſpouſe was not exceeding truez . 


He kept, twas thought, a private miſs or two: 
Bnt all that ſcore 1 paid— as how? you'll ſay, 
Not with my body, in a filthy way— 
But ] fo dreſs d, and danc'd, and drank, and ad; 
And view'd a friend, with eyes ſo very kind, | 
As ſtung his heart, and made his marrow fry. 
With burning rage, and frantick jealouſy. 


His ſoul, I hope, enjoys perpetual glory, 


For here on-earth I was his purgatory. 

Oſt', when his ſhoe the moſt ſeverely wrung, 
He put on careleſs airs? and fate and ſung. 
How ſore I gall'd him, only heav'n could know, 
And he that felt, and I that caus'd the woe. 
He dy'd when laſt from pilgrimage I came, 
With other goflips, from Jeraſalem; 

And now lies buried underneath a Rood, 

Fair to be ſeen, and rear d of honeſt, wood. 

A tomb, indeed, with fewer ſculptures grac d, 
Than that Mauſo/xs? pious widow plac'd, 

Or where inſhrin'd the great Darius lay; 
But coſt on graves is merely thrown Wah. 
The pit fill'd up, with turf we cover'd oer; 
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Now for my fifth lov'd Lord, the laſt and. beſt; 

(Kind heav'n afford him everlaſting reſt) 

Full hearty was his love, and I can ſhew 

Ihe tokens on my ribs, in black and blew: 
Vet, with a knack, my heart he could have won, 

While yet the ſmart was ſhooting in the bone. 

How quaint an appetite in Women reigns ! | 

Free gifts we ſcorn, and love what coſts us pains: 

Let men avoid us, and on them we leap; 

A glutted market makes proviſion cheap. 
In pure good will I took this jovial ſpark, 

Of Oxford he, a moſt egregious clerk : 

He boarded with a widow in the town, 

A truſty goſſip, one dame Aliſon. 

Full well the ſecrets of my ſoul ſhe knew, 

Better than e' er our pariſh Prieſt could do. 

To her I told whatever could befall; _ 

Had but my husband piſs'd againſt a wall, 

Or done a thing that might have coſt his life, 

She——and my niece—— and one more worthy wife, 

Had known it all: what moſt he would conceal, 

To theſe I made no ſcruple to reveal. 

Oft' has he bluſh'd from ear to ear for ſhame, 

That &er he told a ſecret to his dame. 

It ſo befel, in holy time of Leur, 

That oft' a day I to this goſſip went; 

(My husband, thank my ſtars, was out of town) 

From houſe to houſe we rambled up and down, 

This clerk, my ſelf, and my good neighbour Alce, 

To ſee, be ſeen, to tell, and gather tales; 

Viſits to ev'ry church we daily paid, 

And march'd in ev'ry holy Maſquerade, 

The ſtations duly, and the vigils kept; 

Not much we faſted, but ſcarce ever llept. | yy 
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- At ſermons too I ſhone in ſcarlet gay; = 
The waſting moth ne'er ſpoil'd my belt array; £ 
The cauſe was this; I wore it ev'ry dax. 
Twas when freſh May her early bloſſoms + 
The clerk and I were walking in the fields. 
We grew ſo intimate, I can't tell how, 
I pawn'd my honour, and engag'd my vow, 
If &er I laid my husband in his urn, 
That he, and only he, ſhould ſerve my turn. 
We ſtraight ſtruck hands; the bargain was agreed; - 
I ſtill have ſhifts againſt a time of need: 
The mouſe that always truſts to one poor hole, 
Can never be a mouſe of any ſoul, 
1 vow'd, I ſcarce could ſleep fince firſt I knew him, 
And durſt be ſworn he had bewitch'd me to him : 
If &er I ſlept, I dream'd of him alone, 
And dreams foretel, as learned men have ſhown: 0 
All this I ſaid; but Dream, ſirs, [ had none, 
I follow'd but my crafty crony's lore, 
Who bid me tell this lye——and twenty more. 
Thus day by day, and month by month we paſt; 
It pleas'd the Lord to take my ſpouſe at laſt! 
I tore my gown, I ſoil'd my locks with duſt, 
And beat my breaſt, as wretched widows—=— muſt. 
Before my face my handkerchief I ſpread, 5 
To hide the flood of tears I did not ſhed. 
The good man's Coffin to the Church was born; 
Around, the neighbours, and my clerk too, mourn. 
But as he march'd, good Gods! he ſhow'd a pair 
Olf legs and feet, ſo clean, ſo ſtrong, ſo fair! 
Of twenty winters age he ſeem'd to be; 
I to fay truth was twenty more than he; 
But vig'rous ſtill, a lively buxom dame; 
And had a wond'rous gift to quench a flame. | 
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A Conjurer once, that deeply could dine, 00 
Aſſur'd me, Mars in Taurut was my ſign. FEY 
As the ſtars;order'd, ſuch my Life has been: 
Alas, ala$ that e ever love was fin! ,  . 
Fair Venus gave me fire, and ſprightly graces. A 
And Mars aſſuranee, and a dauntleſs face. 

By virtue of this pow rful conſtellation, 

I follow'd always my own inclination. 

But to my, tale: a month ſcarce paſs'd away, © 
With dance and ſong we kept the nuptial daß. 
All | pofſe(#d I gave to bis command. 
My goods and chattels, money, houſe, and land! * 
But oft repented, and repent it ſtill ; 5 
He prov'd a rebel to my ſov reign will: 

Nay once by heavy n he firack me on. the leg; | 
Hear but the fact, and judge 1. ſelves the caſe. Yo 
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And knew full well to raiſe my yoice on high; 

As true a rambler as I was before. 
And would be ſo, in ſpight of all he. . . 
He, againſt this, right ſagely would adviſe,,, . 
And old examples et before u eyes; „„ 
Tell how the Roman matrons led their ien cb; PRs 
Of Gracchas* mother, and Duikus wife; 
And choſe the ſermon, as beſcem'd his wits, 

With ſome grave ſentence out of holy W. | 
Oft would he fay, Who builds his houſe on Lands, 
Pricks his blind horſe acroſs; the fallow lands, 

Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims ram, 
Deſerves a fools-cap and long ears at n 

All this avail'd not; for whoe er he be 

That tells my faults, I hate him mortally: 

And ſo do numbers more, I'll boldly 7 

9 women, clergy, regular, and lay. 
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My ſpouſe (who was, you know, to e bred) 


A certain treatiſe oft* at evening read, 

Where divers authors (whom the dev'I'co 

For all their lies) were in one volume bound. * 
Valerius, whole; and of St. Jerome, part; 
Cbryſippus and Tontulllan; Ovid's Art; 


Solomon's proverbs, Ehoifa's loves; < 10 i 


And many more'than ſure the Church apptoves. 
More legends wete there here, of wicked wits - 
Than good, in all the Bible and Saint's. lives. 

- Who drew the Lion vanquiſh'd > Twas a Main. 

But cou'd' we women write as ſcholars can, 

Men ſhould ſtand mark d with far more wickedneſ, 

Than all the ſons of Adam can redrefs, © 

Love ſeldom haunts the breaſt where learning les, 

And Venur ſets ere Mercury can rife; © 

_ Thoſe play the ſcholars who can't play the n: 


And uſe chat weapon which they have, their pen; [| 


When old, and paſt the reliſh of delight, 
Then down they ſit, and in their dotage e e 
That not one woman keeps her marriage vow. 
(This by the way, but to my purpoſe now.) 

It chanc'd my husband, on a winter's niht, 
Read in this book, aloud, with ſtrange deli ght, 
How the firſt female (as the ſcriptures ons 
Brought her &6wii ſpouſe and all his race to woe; 
How 'Sampſty fell; and he whom Dejanire 
Wrap'd in th envenom'd ſhirt, and ſet on fire. 


How curs'd Erypbile her Lord betray d. 


And the dire ambuſh Cly:emmeſtra lay d. 
But what moſt pleas'd him was the Cretan dame, 


And husband- bull oh ous! fie, for tame! 
He had by heart the whole detail of woe | 
Aautippe made her good undergo; 
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How oft? ſhe feolilediin/s:day, he hem 
How mdwy! Pils: pots dun the-Tage ſbeuurte mg; , 
Who tock it r hend a 
Rain follows thundes)athat Was all hem. 
He read, how Hrim ho frtend binn - 26 io 
A fatal Tres Was grawingcin his land.. 
On which three wives ſaceetſively had bmi d ot 
A ſliding noſe, and e d in the wind: 
Where grows thiis/plantcfreply'd the — alt where? 
For better fiuit did neun Orchard bear: * > : 
Give me ſomt ſup of this moſt bliſ ful wee, 
And in my garden: plantod ſhall ul ; 
Thaw Hd two ines their lord's TORI 
Thro' hatrid. one: and one tro to much love = 
That for her husband ua pois nau ee M 
And this. for duſt an am vous philtte bangt: «Tt 
The nitnble jaice hiagiddtbead;: 1h 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. | 
How ſome with ſwords their ſleeping lords have ſlain, 
And ſome have hammer'd nails into their brain, 
And ſome have drench'd them with a deadly potion; 
All this he read, and read, gyith great devotion. | 
relFd, and bluſh'd, and frown'd, 
of theſe vile tates 1 und, | 
When ſtill he rea AU Mg ted, and read again, 
And half the night wikk.thus conſum d in vain; - 
Provok'd to vengeance; three large leaves I tore, 
And with one buffet felb d him on the floor. 
With that my husband imd fury roſe, 
And down he ſettled me with hearty blows: 
| groan'd, and lay extended on my fide; 
Oh! thou haſt flain me for my wealth (l cry'd). 
Vet! forgive thee—— take my laſt embrace. 
He "os kind ſoul! and ſtoop'd to kiſs my lien; ; 
38822 N * Ttaok 
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1 took him ſuch a box as nd Rim blue, 1 — 


Then figh'd and cd Adieu my dear, ate! 
But after many a'hearty' ſtruggle paſt, 
condeſcended to be pleas'd ut laſt. 
Soon as he ſaid, My miſtreſꝭ and my — 
Do what you liſt, the term of all your life: ＋ 2 Wy 
I took to heart the mexits of the cauſe 
And ſtood content to rule by-wholfome laws; my 
Recelv d the reins of abſolute command, 15 
With all the government of houſe and land; + 192120 1 
And empire o'er his tongue, and o er his hand. 
As for the volume that revil'd the dames, : 
*T'was torn to and eondemn d to fames. 
Now heav'n o all my husbands gone, beſtow | | 
Pleaſures above, for tortures'feltbelow: Tr-· 
That reſt they wiſh'd for, grant them in the grave, 
And bleſs help me "PE  condutt help'd to 
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A*. lovely youth, that doſt my Heart command, 
Can Phaon's eyes forget his Sapho's hand? 

Muſt then her name the wretched writer prove, 

To thy remembrance loſt, as to thy love? 

Ask not the cauſe that I new numbers chuſe, 

The Lute neglected, and the Lyric muſe; | 

Love taught my tears in ſadder notes to flow; 95 
And tun'd my heart to elegies of woe. 

I burn, I burn, as hen thro” ripen'd corn dali 

By driving winds the ſpreading flames are born! u NR 
Phaon to Ætua's ſearching fields retires, 
While I conſume with more than /Zzve's fires! 
No more my ſoul a charm in muſic finds, 1 
Muſic has charms alone for peaceful minds 
Soft ſcenes of ſolitude no more can pleaſe, 1 
Love enters there, and I'm my own diſeaſe ; _ 5 
No more the Lesbian dames my paſſion move, 

Once the dear objects of my guilty love; 

All other loves are loſt in only thine, _ 1 K 
Ah youth ungrateful to a flame like mine 
Whom would not all thoſe blooming — une, 
Thoſe 8 — delading eyes? ws i 
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T de harp and bow would you like Phebus bear, 


A brighter Phoebus, Phaon might appear; 


Would you with ivy wreath your flowing bar, * 
Not Bacchus ſelf with Phaos could compare: 


Yet Phebaslov'd, and Baccbus felt. the flame, 


One Daphne warm d, and ane the Cretan dame; 


Nymphs that in verſe no more could rival me, 
Than ev'n thoſe Gods contend in charms with thee, 
The Muſes teach me all their ſofteſt lays, 

And the wide wgrld'reſounds with Sapho's praiſe, 
Tho' great Alcæus more ſublimely ſings, , | 
And ſtrikes with bolder rage the ſounding ſtrings, 
No lefs renown attends the moving lyre, h 


Which YVenns tunes, and all her Loves inſpire. | 


To me what nature has in charms deny'd, 
Is well by wit's more laſting charms ſupply'd, 
Tho? ſnort my ſtature, yet my name extends 


To heav'n itſelf, and earth's remoteſt ends. 


Brown as I am, an #rh1opian dame 


Inſpir'd young Prrſeus with a gen'rous flame, 
5 e and doves of dift ring hues, unite, 


nd gloſſy jett is pair'd with ſhining white. 

If to no charms thou wilt thy heart reſign, 

But ſuch as merit, ſuch as-equal thine, 

By none alas! by none thou can'ſt be mov'd, 
Pbaon alone by Phaon muſt be lov'd! | 

Vet once thy Fapho could thy cares employ, 
Once in her arms you center d all your joy: 

Still all thoſe joys to my remembrance move, 
For Oh! how vaſt a memory has love? 
My muſic, then you could for ever hear, 

And all my words were muſic to your ear. 
You ſtop'd with kiſſes my enchanting rongue, 
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In all 1 pleas'd, but moſt in what was beſt; 055 
And the laſt joy was dearer than the reſt. TILE 

Then with each word, each glance, each motion fr, 


You ſtill-enjoy'd, and yet you ſtill defir'd; 
Till all diffolving in the trance we lay, 


And in tumultuous raptures dy'd away. _ 
The fair Sicilians now thy ſoul inflanmmn 


Why was | born, ye Gods, a Lesbian dame? 
But ah beware, Sicilian nymphs! nor boaſt > 205K 
That wandring heart which I ſo lately loſt; 
Nor be with all thoſe tempting words abus'd, 
Thoſe tempting words were all to Sapho ug'd, 
And you that rule Sicilia's happy plains, 
Have pity, Yenxs, on your Poet's pains! | 
Shall fortune till in one ſad tenor run, 
And {till encreaſe the woes ſo ſoon begun? 
Enur'd to ſorrows from my tender years, 
My parent's aſhes drank my early tears. 
My brother next, neglecting wealth and fame, 
Ignobly burn'd in a deſtructive flame. 
An infant daughter late my griefs increaſt, 
And all a mother's cares diſtract my breaſt. 
Alas, what more could fate itſelf impoſe, 
But thee, the laſt and greateſt of my woes ? 
No more my robes in waving purple flow, 
Not on my hand the ſparkling diamonds glow, 
No more my locks in ringlets curl'd diffuſe 
The coſtly ſweetneſs of Arabian dews, 
Nor braids of gold the vary'd treſles bind, 
That fly diſorder'd with the wanton wind: | 
For * iv ſhould Sepho uſe ſuch arts as theſe?- „ 
He's gone, whom only ſhe deſir'd to pleaſe?! _ Hg N 
Cupid's light darts my tender boſom. move, 1 n 
Still i is there cauſe for 9 ſtill to Wie [A 
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So from my birth the Siſters fix d my doom, 
And gave to Vent all my life to come 
Or while my Muſe in melting notes complains, 
My beating heart keeps meaſure to. my ſtrains. 
By charms like thine, which all my foul have won, 
Who might not, —ah ! who would not be undone ? 
For thoſe, Aurora Cephalus might ſcorn, - 
And with freſh bluſhes paint the conſcious morn. 
For thoſe, might Cyntbia lengthen Phaor's ſleep, 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his ſheep. 
Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the skies, 
But Mars on thee might look with Venus eyes. 
O ſcarce a youth, yet ſcarce a tender boy ! 
O uſeful rime for. lovers to employ ! 
Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race, 
Come to theſe arms, and melt in this embrace 
The vows you never will return, receive; 
And take at leaſt the love you will not give. 
See, while I write, my words are loſt in tears; 
The leſs my ſenſe, the more my love appears. 
Sure *twas not much to bid one kind adieu, 
(At leaſt to feign was never hard to you.) 
Farewel, my Lesbian love, you might have ſaid, 
Or coldly thus, farewel, oh Lesbian maid ! 
No tear did you, no parting kiſs receive, 
Nor knew I then how much I was to grieve, 
No lover's gift your Sapho could confer, 
And wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 
No charge I gave you, and no charge could give, 
But this; be mindful of our loves and live. e 
Novy by the Nine, thoſe powers ador'd by me, 


And Love, the God that ever waits on thee,. : And 
When firſt I heard (from whom I hardly knew 77 As if 
N ou were fled, and all my joys with you, Like And 
, | | | LIke 1 
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Like ſome ſad fiatue, ſpeechileſs, pate, I ſtood: 


Grief child my breaſt, and ſtoppꝰ d my freezing blood; 


No ſigh to riſe, no tear had pow'r to flow; 

Fix'd in a ſtupid lethargy of woe. | 

But when its way th' 'impetuous paſſion found, 

I rend my treſſes, and my breaſt I wound, 

| rave, then weep, I curſe, and then complain, 

Now ſwell to rage, now melt in tears again. 

Not fiercer pangs diſtract the mournful dame, 

Whoſe firſt· dorn infant feeds the Fun'ral flame. 

My ſcornful brother with a ſmile appears, 

Inſults my woes, and triumphs in my tears, 

His hated image ever haunts my eyes, | | 

And why this grief? thy daughter lives, he cries. 

Stung with my love, and furious with deſpair, 

All torn my garments, and my. boſom bare, 

My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim; 

ouch inconfiſtent things are love and ſhame! 

'Tis thou art all my care, and my delight, 

My daily longing, and my dream by night: 

Oh night more pleaſing than the brighteſt day, 

When fancy gives what ahſence takes away, 

And dreſs'd in all its viſionary charms, 

Reſtores my fair deſerter to my arms! 

Then round your neck in wanton wreaths I twine, 
Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine: | 

A thouſand tender words, I hear, and ſpeak; 

A thouſand melting kiſſes, give, and take: 

Then fiereer joys Il bluſh to mention theſe, 


Vet while I bluſh, confeſs how much they pleaſe! 
And all things wake to life and joy, but IJ. 


As if once more forſaken; [ complain, 


And cloſe my eyes, to deim of you an. 
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Clear as a glaſs, the ſhining ſands below ; 
A flow'ry Lotos ſpreads its arms above, 
| Shades all the banks, and ſeems itſelf a grove; 
Eternal greens the moſly margin grace, 


— 
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Then frantic riſe, and like ſome fury tore 


'Fhro? lonely plains, and thro? the filent grave, : 
As if the ſilent grove, and lonely plains, 


That knew my pleaſures, could relieve my pains. - 
] view the Grotto, once the ſcene of love; 
The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 
That charm'd me more, with native.mofs o'ex-grown, 
Than Phrygian marble, or the: Parian ſtone; f 


I find the ſhades that veil'd our joys before, 


Put, Phaon gone, thaſe ſhades delight no more. 
Here tho preſs'd herbs with bending tops betray, 


Where oft' entwin'd in am'rous folds we lay; 


I kiſs that earth which once was-preſs'd by you, 
And all with tears the with'ring herbs bedew. 
For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, 
And birds defer their ſongs till thy return; 


Night ſhades the Groves, and all in filence lie, 


All, but the mournful Philome and I: + 

With mournful Philomel I join my ſtrain, - 

Of Terexs ſhe, of Phaon I complain. 
A ſpring there is, whoſe filver waters ſhow 


Watch'd by the ſylvan Genius of the place. 
Here as I lay and ſwell'd with tears the flood, 


Before my fight a watry virgin ſtood, 


She ſiood and cry d “O you that love in wein! | 


Fly hence; and ſeek the far Leucadian main; 
* There ſtands a rock, from whoſe impending * 
Apollo's fane. ſurveys the rolling deep; 

© There injur'd lovers, leaping from above, 


> 9. flames extinguiſh, and forget to love. = 
euca· 


SAO % Puaont itt 
© Dehralion once with hopeleſs fury burn'd, ' od AL 
In vain he lov'd, 'relentleſs Pyrrha ſcorn'd; 
But when from hence he plung' d into the min, 
Deucalion ſcorid, and Pyrrba lov'd in vain. 
Haſte Sapbo, halte, from high Lexcadia throw ö 
© Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps below! * 
She ſpoke, and vaniſn'd with the voice .——1 riſe, : 
And ſilent tears fall trickling from my eyes. 
I g6, ye nymphs! thoſe rocks and ſeas to prove; 
How much I fear, but ah, how much I love 
Igo, ye nymphs ! where furious love inſpires; 

Let female fears ſubmit to female fires. 
To rocks and ſeas I fly from Pbaon's hate, 
And hope from ſeas and. rocks a milder fate. 
Ve gentle gales, beneath my body blow, 
And ſoftly lay me on the waves below! 
ay thou, kind Love, my ſinking limbs ſuſtain, 
Spread thy Toft w 3. a ene ao o'er the min. 
or Tet a the ur Fn iltleſs flood profane! 
On Phabas* petty my U then beſtow, 
And this inſcription Malt 115 plac'd below. 
Here ſhe, who ſung,. to him that did inſpire, 
* Sapho to Phebas conſecrates her Lyre; _ 
© What ſuits'with Sapho, Phoebus ſuits with thee; 
© The gift, the giver, and the God agree. : 
But why, alas, relentleſs youth, ah why oO) 
To diſtant ſeas muſt tender Sapho fly? n 
Thy charms than thoſe may far more powerful be, 
And Phobias ſelf is leſs a God to * 
Ah! canft thou doom me to the rocks and fea, © 
O far more faithieſs and more hard than they? | 
Ah! canſt thou rather ſee this tender breaſt | ee 
Dell's on thoſe rocks, than to thy boſom „ 
4 
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And fancy ſinks beneath a weight 
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This breaſt which once, in vain! you lik'd fo well? 
Where the Loves play d, and whete:the er- oY 
Alas! the Muſes now no more inſpire, 7 101 
_Untun'd my late, and filent is my lyre, - 0 


My languid numbets have forgot to - AY 15 ] 
of woe. | 
1 e Lesbian dames, 
objects of my "I 


Fe Levbian virgins, 
Themes of my * 
No more your 


My Pbaon's 94 7 and I thoſe arts reſign, 
(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaox mine!) 
Return, fair youth, return and bring along | 
Joy to my ſoul, and vigour to my . 
Abſent from thee, the Poet's flame — 5 
But ah ! how fiercely burn the lover's fires ? 
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Gods! can no pray s, no ſighs, wo mubers be 


One ſavage heart, or teach it how to love? 


The winds my pray'rs, my ſighs, nf nutibers be: Kg 
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The flying winds have loft them all in air! 
Oh when, alas; ſhalt mote aufpiciüs gales 
Jo theſe fond eyes reſtore thy welcome fails 
If you return ah why theſe long delays? . 
Poor Spho dies; while careleſs P aon ita 8, 
O launch thy bark, nor fear the watry plain, 
Venus for thee hal! ſmooth her native main. 


ay 4 


O launch thy bark, ſecure of px of rous To ls, * 


Cupid for thee ſhall ſpread the I 


If you will fly yet ah! — . can d N 5 
Too cruel youth that thou ſhould fly from mf}, 


If not from 1 I muſt hope for eaſe, 
| 50 let me ſeek it from the raging ſeas: 


To raging ſeas unpity'd PII remove, 5 


And either ceſe to lire or ceaſe to love! 


ves with my glad ſongs ſhall ting, 
No more theſe ſhall touch the trembling thing: 
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0V1D's MET AN OR PHOSES. 
HE fair Payton fouriſh'd in his reign ; 


None taught the trees a nobler race to bear, 
Or more improy'd the v le care. #heru22rrior 


To her the ſhady. grove, ow l, PoE a3 br 
The Denn n atk no delights could yield; _ 


'Twas all her joy the ripening fruits to tend, 
And ſee the boughs with happy burthens bend. 
The hook ſhe bore, inſtead of Cyn:hia's ſpear, 
ry lop the 2 of the luxuriant year. 
To decent the lawleſs ſhoots to 

And teach th obedient branches where to ring. | 
Now the cleft rind inſerted graffs receives, 
And yields an off-ſpring — than nature gives; 
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Of all the virgins of the ſylvan train, ; 12 0 5 
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184 Pertumnus and Pomone. 
Now fliding ſtreams the thirſty plants renew, 

And feed their fibres with reviving dex. 

| - Theſe cares alone her virgin breaſt employ, 
Averſe from Venus and the nuptial joy; <> 
Her private orchards, wall'd on ev'ry fide, 

To lawleſs ſylvans all acceſs deny d. 

How oft' the ſatyrs and the wanton fawris; 

Who haunt the foreſts, or frequent the lawns, 
The God whoſe enſign ſcares the birds of prey, 
And old Siienut, youthful in decay, 
_ Employ'd their wilesand unavailing care, 4 
To paſs the fences, and ſurprize the fair ? : 
Like theſe, Vertumnus own'd his faithful flame, 
Like theſe, rejected by the ſcornful dam. 
To gain her fight, a thouſand forms he wears, 
And firſt a reaper from the field appears, 

Sweating he walks, while loads of golden grain 
Oercharge the ſhoulders of the ſeeming ſwain. 

Oſt' o'er his back a crooked ſcythe is laid, 
And wreaths of hay his ſun-burnt temples ſhade; 
Off in his harden'd hand a goad he bears, 
Like one who late unyok'd the ſweating ſteets. 
Sometimes his pruning-hook cotreQs the vines, 
And the looſe ſtragglers to their ranks confines. 
Now gath'ring what the bounteous year allows, 
He pulls ripe apples from the bending boughs. 
A ſoldier now, he with his ſword appears ; 

A fiſher next, his trembling angle bears; 

Each ſhape he varies, and each art he tries, 

On her bright charms to feaſt his longing eyes. 

A female form at laſt Vertumnut wears, 5 

With all the marks of rev rend age appears, £ 
His temples thinly ſpread with filyer hairs: 
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Prop'd on his ſtaff, and ſtooping as he goes, 
A painted mirre ſhades: his furrow'd brows. 2 
The God, in this decrepit form array d. 2 
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The gardens enter'd, and the fruits ſurvey'd, 
And happy you! (he thus addreſs'd the maid) 
« Whoſe charms -as far all other nymphs out- ſhine, 
« As other gardens are excell'd by thine ! 
Then kiſs'd the fair; (his kiſſes warmer grow 


SY 


Than ſach as women on their ſex beſtow.) 
Then plac'd beſide her on the flow'ry. ground, 


Beheld the trees with autumn's bounty crown'd. 
An Elm was near, to whoſe embraces led, 
The curling vine her ſwelling cluſters ſpread ; 
He view'd their twining branches with delight, 
And prais'd the beauty of the pleaſing fight. 

Yet this tall elm, but for his vine (he ſaid) 
Had ſtood neglected, and a barren ſhade; 
And thi; fair vine, but that her arms ſurround 
Her marry'd elm; had crept along the ground. 
Ah beauteous maid, let this example move | 
Your mind, averſe from all the joys of love. 
Deign to be lov'd, and ev'ry heart ſubdue! , 
What nymph cou'd cer 4 — ſuch crowds as you ? 
Not ſhe whoſe beauty urg'd the Centaur: . 
Ulyſſes Queen, nor Helen's fatal charms. 
Ev'n now, when filent ſcorn is all they gain, 
A thouſand court you, tho* they court in vain, 
A thouſand ſylvans, demigods, and gods, 
That haunt our mountains and our Alban woods, 
But if you'll proſper, mark what I adviſe, _ 
Whom age, and long experience render wile, 
And one whoſe tender care is far above 
All that theſe lovers ever felt of love, 
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(Far more Wh Oe et by your af be gerd) 
Fix on Vertummut, and rejetct the reſt; 
For his firm faith I date engage my own; | 
_ Scarce to himſelf, himſelf is better known. 
To diftant lands Vertummut never roves; 
Like you, contented with his native groves; 
Nor at firſt ſight, like moſt, admires the fair; 
For you he lives; and you alone ſhall ſhare 
His laſt affection, as his early care. 
Beſides, he's lovely far above the reſt, | 
With youth immortal, and with beauty bleſt. 
Add, that he varies ev'ry ſhape with eaſe, 
And tries all forms, that may Pomona pleaſe. 
But what ſhonld moſt excite a mutual flame, 
Your rural cates, and pleaſures, are the ſame. 
To him your orchards early fruits are due, 
(A pleaſing off ring when tis made by you ; 
He values theſe; but yet (alas): 
That ſtill the beit and Neareſt gift remain? 
Not the fair fruit that on yon” branches glows 
With that ripe red, th* autumnal ſun beſtows ; 
Nor taſteful herbs that in theſe gardens riſe, | 
Which the kind ſoil with milky ſap ſupplies; 
You, only you, can move the God's deſire: 
Oh crown fo conſtant and ſo pure a fire! 
Let ſoft compaſſion touch your gentle mind; 
Think, tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind! 
So may no froſt, when early buds appear, 
Deſtroy the promiſe of the youthful year, | 
Nor winds, when firſt your florid orchatd blows, 
Shake the light bloſſoms from their blaſted bonghs ! 
This when the various God had urg d in vain, 
He e aſlum'd his native form again; 


Such 
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Such, and ſo bright an aſpe& now he bears, 
As when thro” clouds th emerging ſun appears, 
And thence exerting his refulgent ray, 
Diſpells the dark neſs; arid reveals the day. 
Force he prepar'd, but check'd the raſh deſign; 
For when, appearing in 4 form divine, 
The nymph ſurveys him, and beholds the grace 
Of charming features, and a youthful face, 
In her ſoft btraſt conſenting paſſions move, 
And the warm maid confeſ d a mutual love. 
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pon occaſion of the wet if Heredles, bis 1 Alc- 


mena recounts ber misfortunes 10 Jole, who anſwers 
with a relation of thoſe of her own family, in particu- 
lar the transformation of her ſi iter Dryope, wa 15 
the ſubjed of the enſuing Fable. 


HE ſaid, and for her loſt Galanthis ſighs, - 
»Y When the fair Conſott of her ſon replies. 
Since you a ſervant's raviſh'd form bemoan, 
And kindly ſigh for ſorrows not your own; 
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The Fable of DRY OHR. 189 
Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 
A nearer woe, a ſiſter's ſtranger fate. 

No nymph of all Oechalia could compare 

For beauteous form with Dryope the fair, 

Her tender mother's only hope and pride, 

(My ſelf the offspring of a ſecond bride.) 

This nymph compreſs'd by him who rules the day, 
Whom Delphi and the Delian ifle obey, 

Anaremon lov'd; and bleſs'd in all thoſe Ae 
That pleas'd a God, ſucceeded to her arms. 

A lake there was, with ſhelving banks around, 
Whoſe verdant ſummit fragrant myrtles crown'd : 
Thoſe ſhades, unknowing of the fates, ſhe ſought, © 
And to the Nazads flow'ry garlands brought, 
Her ſmiling babe (a pleaſing charge) ſhe preſt 
Within her arms, and nouriſh'd at her breaſt. 25S 
Not diſtant far a watry Lozos grows; Be. 
The ſpring was new, and all the verdant boughs i 
Adorn'd with bloſſoms, promis'd fruits that vie 
In glowing colours with the Tyrian de. 
Of theſe ſhe crop'd, to pleaſe her infant ſunn: 
And I my ſelf the ſame raſh act had done, 
But lo! I ſaw, (as near her fide | ſtood) 

The violated bloſſoms drop with blood | 
Upon the tree I caſt a frightful look; =. 
The trembling tree with ſadden horror ſhook. 

Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be true) | 

As from Priapus lawlefs luſt ſhe few, 

Forſook her form; and fixing here, became 


A flow'ry plant, which ſtill preſerves her name, — 


This change unknown, aſtoniſh'd at the ſight 
My trembling fiſter ſtrove to urge her flight, 
Yet firſt the e pardon of the nymphs implor'd, 
And thoſe offended ſylvan — 'rs ador'd; 
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But when ſhe backward wou'd have fled, the found ft 
Her ſtiff ning feet were rooted in the ground: Le 
In vain to free her faſten d feet ſhe ſirgve, An 
And as ſhe ſtruggles, only moves above; Ne 
She feels th' encroaching bark around her grow Le 
By flow degrees, — cover all below: . Ye 
Surpriz'd at this, her trembling hand ſhe heaves Spe 
To rend her hair; her hand is is fle with leaves; Te 
Where late was hair, the ſhooting leaves are ſeen Im 
To riſe, and ſhade her with 8 ſudden green. | To 
The child A »phiſus, to her boſom preſt, wW 
Perceiy'd a colder and a harder breaſt, Ar 
And found the ſprings, that ne'er till then deny d Oh 
Their milky moiſture, on a ſudden dry'd. | Ne 

I ſaw, unhappy! what I now relate, Bel 
And ſtood the helpleſs witneſs of thy fate; M. 
Embrac'd thy boughs, the riſing bark delay'd, If i 
There wiſh'd to grow, and mingle ſhade 5 4 ſhade. Pri 
' Behold, Ardr.emor and th unhappy Sire Th 
Appear, and for their Dryope enquire ; | Fa 

A ſpringing tree for Dryope they find, M. 
And print warm kiſſes on the panting rind; My 
Proſtrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew, "Ip W 
And cloſe embrac'd, as ta the roots they grew, le 
The face was all that now remain'd of thee; M. 
No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree: Re 
Thy branches hung with humid pearls appears W 
From ev'ry leaf diltills a trickling tear, d 


And ſtrait a voice, while yet a voice remains, 

Thus thro? the trembling boughs in ſighs complains. 
If to the wretched any Nath be giv” n, 

I ſwear by all th' unpitying powers of heav'n, 

No wilful crime this heavy vengeance bred, . 

In mutual i GS our lives we led: 
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If this be falſe, let theſe new greens decay, : : 


Let ſounding axes lop my limbs away, 
And crackling flames on all my honours prey. 
Now from my branching arms this infant bear, 
Let ſome kind nurſe ſupply a mother's care: 
Yet to his mother let him aft” be led, 
Sport in her ſhades, and in her ſhades be fed 
Teach him, when firſt his infant yoice ſhall frame 
Imperfect words, and liſp his mother's name, | 
To hail this tree; and ſay, with weeping eyes, 
Within this plant my hapleſs parent lies: - 
And when in youth he ſeeks the ſhady woods, 
Oh, let him fly the cryſtal lakes and floods, 
Nor touch the fatal flow'rs; but warn'd by me, 
Believe a Goddeſs ſhrin'd i in evrx tre. 
My fire, my ſiſter, and my ſpouſe farewell ! 
If in your breaſts or love or pity dwell, 
Protect your plant, nor let niy branches feel 
The browꝛing cattle, or the piercing ſteel. 
Farewell! and ſince I cannot bend to join 
My lips to yours, advance at leaſt to mine. 
My ſon, thy mother's parting kiſs receive, 
While yet thy mother has a kiſs to give. 
[ can no more; the creeping rind invades 
My cloſing lips, and hides my head in ſhades: 
Remove your hands, the bark ſhall ſoon ſuffice 
Without their aid, to ſeal theſe dying eyes. 

She ceas'd at once to ſpeak, and ceas'd to be; 
And all the nymph was loſt within the tree: 
Yet latent life thro” her new branches reign'g, 
And long the plant a human heat retain'd. 
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The ARGUMENT. 
YITDIPU S Kingef Thebes hving ye 
O his father Ls and marry d bis Kira — 


= out his own eyes, and refign'd the realm to his ſons, 


theocles and Polynices. Being neglected by them, be 
makes his prayer to the fury Tiſiphone, zo ſow debate be- 
tuiæxt the brothers, They agree at laſi to _ ſmgly, 
each a year by turus, and the firſt lot is obtain'd by Ethe- 
ocles. Jupiter, in 4 council of the Gods, declares bis re- 


ſolution of puniſhing the Thebans, and Argives alſo, by 
the 


meant of a marriage betuixt Polynices and one of 


daughters of Adraſtus King of Argos. Juno oppoſes, but 
10 u effect; and Mercury it ſens on a an to the 
fades, to the ghoſt of Laius, who is to appear to Etheo- 
cles, and provoke bim to break the agreement, Polynices 
in the mean time departs from Thebes by night, is over- 
taten by a florm, and arrives at Sz where be meets 
with T'ydeus, who had fled from Galydon having kill d 


bis brother, Adraſtus entertains them, having receiv'd 
an oracle from Apollo that bis daughters ſhould be mar- 


ry d to a Boar and a Lion, which be underſtands to be 


meant of theſe firangers by bom. the hides of theſe beaſts 
were worn, awd who arri Vd at the time when he hept an 
aunual feaſt in honour of that God, The viſe of 
lemnity he relates to bis gueſts, the loves of Phœbus and 
Pſamathe, aua 2 of Choræbus. He enguires, and 
is made acquainted with, their deſcent and quality : The 
ſacrifice is renew'd, and the hook concludes with a Hm 


ro Apollo. 
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Raternal rage, the guilty Theves' alarms, | 
Th' alternate reign deſtroy'd by impious arms, 
Demand our ſong ; a ſacred fury fires | 
My raviſh'd breaſt, and all the Muſe inſpires. 
O Goddeſs, ſay, ſhall I deduce my rhimes 
From the dire nation in its early times, WY 
Europa's rape, Agenor's ſtern decree, 8 
And Cadius ſearching round the ſpacious ſea? 
How with the ſerpent's teeth he ſow'd the ſoil, 
And reap d an Iron harveſt of his toil ; 
Or how from Joining ſtapesthe git? aug. | 
While to his harp divine Amphios ſung ? | 
Or ſhall I F«wo's hate to Thebes reſound, 5 
Whoſe fatal rage th* unhappy Monarch 8 „ 
The ſire . the ſon his arrows drew, | 
O'er the wide fields the furious mother flew, 
And while her arms her fecond hope contain, 
Sprung from the rocks, and fd into A Maine 
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But wave whate er to Cadmur may belong, 


And fix, O Muſe! the barrier of thy ſong, 
At Oedipus — from his diſaſters trace 


The long confuſions of his guilty race,” -.. 


Nor yet attempt to ſtretch thy bolder wing, 


And mighty Cſar's conqu' ring eagles ſing; 

How twice he tam'd'proud Iſter's rapid flood, 

While Dacian mountains ſtream'd with barb'rous blood; 
Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 

And ftretch'd his empire to the frozen pole; 


Orlong before, with early valour ſtrove, 


In youthful arms t aſſert the cauſe of Jove. 
And thou, great heir of all thy father's fame, 


Encreaſe of glory to the Latian name; 
On bleſs thy Rome with an eternal reign, 


Nor let deſiring worlds intreat in vain! 

What tho? the ſtars contract their heav'nly ſpace, 
And crowd their ſhining ranks to yield thee place: 
Tho? all che skies, ambitious of thy ſway, 


Conſpire to court thee from our world away; 


Tho' Phebas longs to mix his rays with thine, 


And in thy glories more ſerenely ſhine ; 


Tho? Fove himſelf no leſs content would be, 


Io part his throne and ſhare his heav'n with thee; | 
Vet ſtay, great Ceſar! and vouchſafe to reign 


O'er the wide earth, and o'er the watry main, 


Reſign to Jove his empire of the skies, 


And people heav*n with. Roman Deities. 
The time will-come when a diviner flame 

Shall warm my breaſt to ſing of Cæſar's fame: 

Meanwhile permit, that my preluding Muſe 

In Theban wars an humbler theme may chuſe: 

Of furious hate ſurviving death, ſne ſings, 

A fatal throne to two contending Kings, ys 5 
n 
, | | 


And 


4 
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And fun'ral flames, that parting wide in air, *. 
Expreſs the diſcord of the ſouls they bear: 
Of towns diſpeopled, and the wand' ring ghoſts 
Of Kings unbury'd on the waſted coaſts; _ 
When irce's fountain bluſh'd with Grecian Blood, 5 
And Thetis, near 1ſmeno;” ſwelling flood, | 
With dread bchetd the rolling ſurges ſweep | 
In heaps, his ſlaughter'd ſons into the deep, 
What hero, C/o! wilt thou firſt relate? 
The raging Tydeus, or the Prophet's fate? 
Or how with hills of ſlain on ev'ry lide, 
Hippomedon repell'd the hoſtile tide? | 
Or how the * youth with ev'ry grace adorn'd, , 
Untimely fell, to be for ever mourn'd ? 
Then to fierce Capaneus thy verſe extend, 
And ſing, with horror, his prodigious end. 
Now wretched Oedipus, depriv'd of fight, 
Led along death in everlaſting night ; 
But while he dwells, where not a chearful ray 
Can pierce the darkneſs, and abhors the day; 
The clear, reflecting mind, preſents his fin | 
In frightful views, and makes i it day within; 
Returning thoughts in endleſs circles roll, 
And thouſand furies haunt his gullty foul. 
The wretch then lifted to th* unpitying skies 
Thoſe empty orbs, from whence he tore his eyes, 
Whoſe wounds yet freſh, with bloody hands he firook, 
While from his breaſt theſe dreadful accents broke. bs 
Ye Gods that o'er the gloomy regions reign 
Where guilty ſpirits feel eternal pain 
Thou, fable Szyx / whoſe livid fireams are ins 
Thro? dreary coafts which I, tho blind, dehold: 


"—_ 
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Tifiphone, | 
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Tiſip bone, that oft” haſt heard my pray r, 
Aſſiſt, if Oedipus deſerve thy care! 
If you receiv'd me from Jocaſta's womb, 
And nurs'd the hope of miſchiefs yet to come : 
If leaving Polybus, I took my way 
Io Cyrrba's temple on that fatal day, | 
When by the ſon the trembling father dy'd, 
Where the three roads the Photian fields divide : 
If I the Sphynx's riddles durſt explain, 
Taught by thy felf to win the promis'd reign: 
If wretched I, by baleful furies led, 
With monſtrous mixture ſtain'd my mother's bed, 
For hell and thee begot an impious brood, 
And with full luſt thoſe horrid joys renew'd: 
Then ſelf-condemn'd to ſhades of endleſs night, 
Forc'd from theſe orbs the bleeding balls of fight. 
Oh hear, and aid the vengeance I require, 
If worthy thee, and what thou might'ſt inſpire! 
My ſons their old, unhappy fire deſpiſe, 
Spoil'd of his kingdom, and depriv'd of eyes; 
Guideleſs I wander, unregarded mourn, 
While theſe exalt their ſcepters o'er my urn; 
Theſe ſons, ye Gods! who with flagitious pride, 
Inſult my darkneſs, and my groans deride. 
Art thou a father, unregarding Fove ! 
And ſleeps thy thunder in the realms above? 
Thou F ury, then, ſome laſting curſe entail, 
Which o'er their childrens children ſhall — 


Place on their heads that crown diſtain'd with gore, 
Which theſe dire hands from my ſlain father tore; 1 


Go, and a parent's heavy curſes bear; 
Break all the Jene of nature, and prepare 
Their kindred ſouls to mutual hate and war. 
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Give them to dare, what I might wiſh to ſee, 
Blind as I am, ſome glorious villany! 
oon ſhalt thou find, if thou but arm their hands, 
heir ready guilt preventing thy commands : 
Could'(t thou ſome great, proportion'd miſchief ft 
They'd prove the father from whoſe loins they _ 
The fury heard, while on Cocytut brink - 
Her ſnakes, unty d, ſulphureous waters drink; 3 
But at the ſummons, roll'd her eyes around, 
And ſuatch'd the ſtarting ſerpents from the ground. 
Not half ſo ſwiftly ſhoots along in air 
The gliding light' ning, or deſcending ſtar. 
Throꝰ crouds of airy ſhades ſhe wing d her flight, 
And dark dominions of the ſilent night; 
Swift as ſhe paſs d, the flitting ghoſts withdrew, 


And the pale ſpeQtrgs trembled at her view : 
To th' iron gates of Texarzs ſhe flies, 


There ſpteads her dusky pinions to the skies. 
The day beheld, and ſickning at the ſight, 
Veil'd her fair glories in the ſhades of night. 

Affrighted Atlas, on the diſtant ſhore, 

Trembl'd, and ſhook the heav'ns and gods he bore, 
Now from beneath Males's airy height 

Aloft ſhe ſprung, and ſteer'd to Thebes her flight; 
With eager ſpeed the well-known journey took, 

Nor here regrets the hell ſhe late forſook. 

A hundred ſnakes her gloomy viſage ſhade, 

A hundred ſerpents guard her horrid head, 

In her ſunk eye-balls dreadful meteors glow, 

Such rays from Phabe's bloody circle flow, 

When lab'ring with ſtrong charms, ſheſhoots from high 
A fiery gleam, and reddens all the sky. 

Blood ſtain'd her cheeks, andfrom her mouth therecame 
Blue — poiſons, and a length of flame; 


From 
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From ev'ry blaſt of her contagious breath, 
li Famine and drought proceed, and plagues, and death: 
I A robe obſcene was o'er her ſhoulders thrown, | 
A dreſs by fates and furies worn alone: 
| She toſs'd her meagre arms; her better hand 
13 In waving circles whirl'd a fun'ral' brand; 
| A ſerpent from her left, was ſeen to rear 
His flaming creſt, and laſh the yielding air. 
But when the fury took her ſtand on high, 
4} Where vaſt Cythæron's top ſalutes the sky, 
A hiſs from all the ſhaky tire went round; 5 


. The dreadful fignal all the rocks rebound, 
| And thro' th Achaian cities ſend the ſound. 
Oete, with high Parnaſſus, heard the voice; 

Eurota's banks remurmur'd to the noiſe; 
1 Again Lexcorho# ſhook at theſe alarms, . 
And preſs'd Palemos cloſer in her arms. 
S Headlong from thence the glowing fury ſprings, —__ 
And o'er the Theban palace ſpreads her wings, . 
Once more invades the guilty dome, and ſhrouds 
Its bright pavilions in a veil of clouds. | 
Strait with the * rage of all their race poſſeſt, 7 


Stung to the ſoul, the brothers ſtart from reſt, 
And all the furies wake within their breaſt. 
1 heir tortur'd minds repining envy tears, 
And hate, engender'd by ſuſpicious fears; 

And facred thirſt of ſway ; and all the ties 
Ot nature broke; and royal perjuries; 
And impotent defire to reign alone, 

That ſcorns the dull reverſion of a en 
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Each would the ſweets of ſov'reign rule devour, 
While diſcord waits upon divided pow'r.  _ 

As ſtubborn ſteers by brawny plowmen broke, 
And join'd reluQant to the galling yoke, | 
Alike diſdain with ſervile necks to bear 
Th' unwonted weight, or drag the bold ſhare, | 
But rend the reins, and bound a diff rent way, 
And all the furrows in confuſion lay: 
Such was the diſcord of the royal pair, 
Whom fury drove precipitate to war. 
In vain the chiefs contriv'd a ſpecious way, 
To govern Thebes by their alternate ſway ; 
Unjuft decree! while this enjoys the ſtate, 15 a 
That mourns in exile his unequal fate; . 
And the ſhort monarch of a haſty year 
Foreſees with anguiſh his returning heir. 
Thus did this league their impious arms reſtrain, 
But ſcarce ſubſiſted to the ſecond reign. 

Yet then no proud aſpiring piles were rais'd, 
Whoſe fretted roofs with poliſh'd metals blaz'd, 
No labour'd-columns in long order plac'd, 
No Erecian ſtone the pompous arches grac'd; 
) Nor nightly bands in glitt ring armour = 4 
| Before the Nleepteſs Tyrant's guarded gate: 
No chargers then were wrought in bene Gold, 
Nor ſilver vaſes took the forming mold, 
Nor gems on bowls emboſs d were ſeen to ſhine, 
Blaze on the brims, and ſparkle in the wine 
Say, wretched rivals! what provokes your rage? 
Say to what end your impious arms engage? 
Not all bright Phar views in early morn, 1 0 i 
Or when his evening bearns the weſt adotn, 
When the ſouth” pak with his meridian'ray,” 
And the cold hiorth teteives'4 fainter day; 0 = : 
F or 
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For crimes like theſe, not all thoſe realms ſuffice, 
Were all thoſe realms the guilty vior's prize! 
But fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) . 
Decrees to proud Ezheocles the crown: 
What joys, oh Tyrant! ſwell'd thy ſoul that day, 
| When all were ſlaves thou could'ſt around ſurvey, 
Pleas'd to behold upbounded pow'r thy own, 
And fingly fill a fear'd and envy'd throne ! 
| But the vile vulgar, ever' diſcontent, 
1 Their growing fears in ſecret murmurs vent; 
it Still prone to change, tho' ſtill the ſlaves of ſtate, 
: And ſure the monarch whom they have, to hate; 
Madly they make new Lords, then tamely bear, 
And fofaly curſe the Tyrants whom they fear. 
And one of thoſe who groan beneath the ſway 
Of Kings impos'd, and grudgingly obey ; 
(Whom envy to the great, and vulgar ſpight 
With ſcandal arm'd, th' ignoble mind's delight,) 
Exclaim'd —— O Thebes! for thee what fates remain, 
What woes attend this inauſpicious reign ? 
M .uſt we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare, 
| Each haughty maſter's yoke by turns to bear, { 
And till to change whom chang'd we ſtill muſt fear? 
Theſe now controul a wretched people's fate, 
Theſe can divide, and theſe reverſe the ſtate; 
Ev'n fortune rules no more; O ſervile land, 
Where exil'd tyrants ſtill by turns command ! "7%. 
| Thou Sire of Gods and men, imperial Fove ! 
I} Is this th? eternal doom decreed above? 
}! On thy own offspring halt thou fix'd this fate, 
From the firſt birth of our unhappy ſtate; & 6 
When baniſh'd Cadmus wand'ring o'er the main, 
| For loſt Europa ſearch d the world in vain, 
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And fated Bæatian fields, to found 

A riſing empire on a foreigu ground, 

Firſt rais'd our walls on that ill-omen'd plain; 
Were earth- born brothers were by brothers lain? 
What lofty looks th? unrival'd monarch bears 
How all the tyrant in his face appears! _ 

Whar ſullen fury clouds his ſcornful brow! 
Gods! how his eyes with threatning ardour glow! 
Can this imperious Lord forget to reign, 

Quit all his ſtate; deſcend, and ſerve again? 

Yet who, before, more popularly bow'd, 

Who more propitious to the ſuppliant crowd, 
Patient of right, familiar in the throne? 

What wonder then? he was nat then alone. 

Oh wretched we, a vile, ſubmiſſive train, 
Fortune's tame fools; and flaves in ev'ry reign! 

As when two winds with rival force contend, 
This way and that, the wav'ring fails they bend, 
While freezing Boreas and black Eurus blow, 
Now here, now there, the reeling veſſel throw: 
Thus on each ſide, alas! our tott' ring (tate 
Feels all the fury of reſiſtleſs fate, 

And doubtful ſtill, and ill diſtract ed ſtands, ä 
While that Prince threatens, and while this ts 

And now th” almighty father of the Gods 

Convenes a council in the bleſs'd abodes : 

Far in the bright receſles of the skies, q 

High o'er the rowling heay'ns, a manſjon lies, 
Whence, far below, the Gods at once furyey, 
The realms of riting and declining day, 

And all th' extended ſpace of earth, and air, and ſea. 
Full in the midſt, and on a ſtarry throne, | 

The majeſty of heav'n ſuperior ſhone; 
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Serene he look'd, and gave an awful nod, 

And all the trembling Spheres. confeſs'd the God. 
At Jove's aſſent, the deities around - | 
In ſolemn ſtate the confiſtory mans 

Next, a long order of inferior pow'rs | 
Aſcend from hills, and plains, and ſhady bow'rs; 
Thoſe from whoſe urns the rowling rivers flow, 
And thoſe that give the wand ring winds to blow; 
Here all their rage, and ev'n their murmurs ceaſe, 
And ſacred ſileuce reigns, and univerſal Poe. 
A ſhining ſynod of majeſtic Gods 
Gilds with new luſtre the divine abodes, - | 
Heav'n ſeems improv'd with a ſuperior ray, 
And the bright arch reflects a double day. 
The monarch then his ſolemn. filence broke, 
The ſtill creation liſten'd while he ſpoke, 
Each ſacred accerit bears eternal weight, 

And each irrevocable word is fate. 

How long ſhalt Man the wrath of heev's defy, 
And force unwilling vengeance from the sky! 
Oh race confed rate into crimes, that proye 
Triumphant o'er th? eluded rage of Jove 
This weary'd arm can ſcarce the bolt ſuſtain, 
And unregard&d thunder rolls in vain: 

Th' o'er-Iabour'd Cyciop from his task retires; 
Th' Aolian forge exhauſted of its fires. = 
For this, I ſuffer'd Phœbas' ſteeds to fray, p 
And the mad ruler to miſzuide the day, - a4 
When the wie earth to-heaps of aſhes turn'd, / 
Ad heay* n E the OY chmee bur d. 
enz tamen omnia — ; the common 
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For this, my brother of the watry reign ob: | 5 . 


Releas'd th* impetuous ſluices of the main, 
But flames conſum'd,, and billows rag'd in vain. 
Two races now, ally'd to Jove, offend; - - | 
To puniſh theſe, ſee Jobe himſelf deſcend! - -- 
The Tbeban Kings their line from Cadmus trace, 
From godlike Perſeus thoſe of Argive race. PS i 
* Unhappy Cadmxs' fate who does not know ? 
And the long ſeries of ſucceeding woe: 
How oft the furies, from the deeps of night, 8 
Aroſe, and mix d with men in mortal fight; EN 
Th' exulting mother ſtain'd. with filial, blood; 5 
The ſavage hunter, and the haunted wood ; 
The direful banquet why ſhould I proclaim, WTF 
And crimes that grieve the trembling Gods to name? 
Ere I recount the fins of theſe profane, ? 


The ſun would fink into the weſtern main, 
And riſing gild the radiant caſt again. 
Have we not ſeen (the blood of Laius ſhed) 
The murd'ring ſon aſcend his parent's bed, 
Thro? violated nature force his way, 

And ſtain the ſacred womb where once he lay ? 
Yet now in darkneſs and deſpair he groans, 
And for the crimes of guilty fate attones ; 
His ſons with ſcorn their eyeleſs father view, 
Inſult his wounds, and make them bleed anew. 

Thy curſe, oh Oedipat, juſt heay'n alarms, 

| And ſets th' avenging thunderer in arms. 

I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 
And give the nations to the waſte of war. 
Aaraſtus ſoon, with Gods averſe, ſhall join 
In dire alliance with the 'Thebas line; | 
Hence ſtrife ſhall riſe, and mortal war ſucceed; 
The guilty realms of Tantalus ſhall bleed; 


* 
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Fix'd is their doom; this a-remembring breaſt 
Vet harbours vengeance for the 'Tyrant's feaſt. - 
He faid; and thus the Queen of heav'n return d; 
(With ſudden grief her lab'ring boſom burn'd) | 
Muſt I, whole cares Phoromeus' tow'rs defend, 

Muſt L, h Fove, in bloody wats contend? 

Thou know'lt thoſe regions my aon, e. 
Glorious in arms, in riches, and in fame: 
Tho' there the fair Egypeia- helfer fed, 

And there deluded Argus ſlept, and bled; 8:11 
Tho! there the braten tow'r was Rorm'd of old, 
When Jove deſcended in atmighty gold. 

Yet I can pardon thoſe obſcurtr rapes, —— 
Thoſe baſhtuf 'crirnes difguis'd in borrow'd ſhapes: 
But Thebes, where ſhining in celefMial 'charms 
Thou cam'ſt triumphant to a mortal's arms, 

When all my glories oer her limbs were ſpread, 
And blazing lightnings danc'd around her bed; 

Curs'd Thebes the vengeance it deſerves, may prove,- — 
Ah why ſhould A gor feel the rage of Fove 2. 

Yet ſince thou wilt thy fiſter-Queenicontroul, 

Since (till the luſt of diſcord fires thy ſoul, 

Go, raſe my Samos, let Mycen fall, 

And level with the duſt the Spartan wall: 6 
No more let mortals Funo's pow'r invoke, ? 


Her fanes no more with eaſtern incenſe ſmoke, 
Nor victims ſink beneath the ſacred ſtroke; . 
But to your Is ali my rites transfer, 

Let altars blaze. and temples ſmoke for her; 

For her, thro' gps fruitful clime renown'd 
Let weeping Nilis hear the timbrel ſound. 
But if thou muſt reform the ſtubborn times, 
Avenging on tlie 1ons the father's crimes, 


9 


22 Og r . . ee Rin a Ot oor — 


nd 


. The firſt BOOK of 207 


A nd from the long records of diſtant age 


Derive incitements to renew thy rage; 

Say, from what period then has Fove deſign'd 

To date his vengeance ; to what bounds confin'd? 
Begin from thence, where firſt Alphins hides — 
His wand'ring ſtream, and thro” the briny tides, 2 
Unmix'd, to his Sicilian river glides. | 
Thy own Arcadians there the thunder claim, 
Whoſe impious rites diſgrace thy mighty name, 
Who raiſe thy temples where the chariot ſtood 

Of fierce Oenimauis, defil'd with Blood; 

Where once his ſteeds their ſavage banquet found, 
And human bones yet whiten all the ground. 

Say, can thoſe honours pleaſe? and canſt thou love 
Preſumptuous Crete, that boaſts the tomb of Fove ? 
And ſhall not Tantalus his kingdoms ſhare 

Thy wife and ſiſter's tutelary care? 

Reverſe, O Jove, thy too ſevere decree, 

Nor doom to war a race deriv'd from thee; 

On impious realms, and barb'rous Kings, impoſe 
Thy plagues, and curſe em with ſuch * ſons as thoſe. 
Thus, in reproach and pray'r, the Queen expreſt 

The rage and grief contending in her breaſt; 

Unmov'd remain'd the ruler of the sky, 

And from his throne return'd this ſtern reply. 5 
"Twas thus I deem'd thy haughty ſoul would bear 
The dire, tho? juſt, revenge which I prepare £ 
Apainſt a Nation thy peculiar care: 

No leſs Dione might for Thebes contend, 
Nor Bacchus leſs his native town defend, 
Yet theſe in filence ſee the fates fulfill 

Their work, and rev'rence our ſuperior will, 
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| For by the black infernal Szyx I . 
(That dreadful oath which binds the Sane)... 
| 'Tis fix'd; th irrevocable doom of Fovez  - 
14 No force can bend me, no perſuaſion move... SN 
1 Haſte then, Cyllenius, thro the liquid air; 
| Go mount the winds, and to the ſhades repair; 
MI Bid hell's black monarch my commands obey, | 
14 And give up Laixs to the realms of day, _ 
Whoſe ghoſt, yet ſhiv'ring on Cocyrus ſand, 
ExpeQs its paſlage to the farther ſtrand; 
Let the pale fire reviſit Thebes, and bear 
ö | Theſe pleaſing orders to the Tyrant's ear; 1 
I" That, from his exil'd brother, ſwell'd with pride ; 
Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, 
. Almighty Jove commands him to detain 
1 The promis'd empire, and alternate reign: 
U Be this the cauſe of more than mortal hate; 
The reſt, ſucceeding times ſhall ripen into fate. 
The god obeys, and to his feet applies 
Thoſe golden wings that cut the yielding skies; 
His ample hat his beamy locks a'erſpread, 
And veil'd the ſtarry glories of his head: 
He ſeiz'd his wand that cauſes fleep ta fly, 
Or in ſoft ſlumbers ſeals the wakeful eye; 
That drives the dead to dark Tartarean coaſts, , 
Or back to, life compels the wondring ghoſts, ... 
Thus, thro? the parting clouds, the 5. of May. - 
Wings on the whiſtling winds his rapid way, 
Now ſmoothly. ſteers thro? air his equal flight, 
Now ſprings aloft, and tow'rs th etherial height, 
Then wheeling down the ſteep of heav'n he flies, 
And draws a radiant circle o'er the skies. 
Meantime the baniſh'd Polynices roves 
(His Thebes abandon d) thro? th Aonian groves, 
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While future realms his wand'ring thoughts delight, 
His daily viſion, and his dream by night; 
Forbidden Thebes appears before his eye, 
From whence he ſees his abſent brother * i 
With tranſport views the airy rule his own, 
And twells on an imaginary throne. 5 
Fain would he caſt a tedious age away, LS 
And live out all in one triumphant day. 5 
He chides the lay progreſs of the ſun, : 
And bids the year 1 5 ſwifter motion run. | 
With anxious hopes his craving mind is toſt, 
And all his joys in length of wiſhes loſt. RP 

The hero then reſolves his courſe to bend ? 


Where ancient Danaui fruitful fields extend, 
And fam'd Mycene's lofty tow'rs aſcend, 
(Where late the ſun did Azrezs* crimes deteſt 
And diſappear'd, i in horror of the feaſt . 
And now by chance, by fate, or furies led, 
From Baccbus conſecrated caves he fled, 
Where the ſhrill cries of frantic matrons ſound, 
And Penthexs blood enrich'd the riſing ground. 
Then ſees Cy:herox tow'ring o'er the plain, 
And thence declining gently to the Main. 
Next to the bounds of N:/a; Raalm repairs, 
Where treach'rous Scylla cut the purple hairs : 
The hanging cliffs of Scyrox's rock explores, 
And hears the murmurs of the diff*rent ſhores: 
Paſſes the ſtrait that parts the foaming ſeas, 
And ſtately Corinth's pleaſant fite ſurveys, 
Twas now the time when Phebxs yields to nights 
And riſing Cynthia ſheds her filver light, 
Wide o'er the world in ſolemn . 
Her airy chariot, hung with-pearly dew; 
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All birds and beaſts lie huſd'd ; ſleep ſteals away 

The wild deſires of men, and toils of day, 

And brings, deſcending thro” the ſilent airy 

A ſweet forgetfulneſs of human care. 

Yet no red clouds, with golden | borders? gay, 
Promiſe the Skies, the bright return of day; 

No faint Reflections of the diſtant light 

Streak with long gleams the ſcatt ring ſhades of night ; 
From the damp earth impervious vapours riſe, 
Encreaſe the darkneſs, and involve the skies. 

At once the ruſhing winds with roaring ſound 

Burſt from th* Æolian caves, and tend the ground, 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 

And win by turn, the kingdom of the sky: 

But with a thicker night black Aaſter ſhrouds 

The heav'ns, and drives on heaps the rowling clouds, 
From whoſe dark womb a ratling tempeſt pours, 
Which the cold north congeals to haily ſhow'rs, 

From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud, 

And broken lightnings flaſh from ev'ry cloud. 

Now ſmoaks with ſhow'rs the miſty mountain-ground, 
And floated fields lie undiſtinguiſh'd round: 

Th' Inachian ſtreams with l fury run, 

And Eraſinus rowls a deluge on: by 

The foaming Lerna ſwells above its bounds, 

And ſpreads its ancient poiſons o'er the grounds: 
Where late was duſt, now rapid torrents play, 
Ruſh thro' the mounds, and bear the damms away: 
Old limbs of trees from crackling foreſts torn 

Are whirl'd in air, and on the winds are born; 

The ſtorm the dark Lycean groves diſplay'd, 

And firſt to light expos'd the ſacred ſhade. 

Th' intrepid Thebax hears 'the burſting sky. 


Sees yawning rocks in maſſy fragments fly, 
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And views aſtoniſh'd from the hills afar, 
The floods deſcending and the watry war, 
That drir'n by ſtorms, and pouring o'er the plain, 
Swept herds, and hinds, and houſes to the main. 
Thro' the brown horrors of the night he fled, 
Nor knows, amaz'd, what doubtful path to tread, 
His brother's image to his mind appears, 
Inflames his heart with rage, and wings his feet with 
So fairs a ſailor on the ſtormy main, 
When clouds conceal Beizes golden wain, 
When not a ſtar its friendly luſtre keeps, 
Nor trembling Cyz:h:a glimmers on the deeps; 
He dreads the rocks, and ſhoals, and ſeas, and skies, 
While thunder roars, and lightning round him flies. 

Thus ſtrove the chief on ev'ry ſide diſtreſs' d, 
Thus ſtill his courage, with his toils, encreas'd; 
With his broad ſhield oppos'd, he forc'd his way 


| Thro? thickeſt woods, and rouz'd the beaſts of prey. 


Till he beheld, where from Lariſſa's height 

The ſhelving walls reflect aglancing light; | 

Thither with haſte the Theban hero flies; 7 

On this ſide Lerua's pois'nons water lies, : 

On that Proſymue*s grove and temple riſe: 

He paſs'd the gates which then unguarded lay, 

And to the regal palace bent bis way; 

On the cold matble ſpent with toil he lies, 

And waits till pleaſing ſlumbers ſeal his eyes. 

Aaraſtus here his happy people ſways, 

Bleſs'd with calm peace in his declining days, 

By both his parents of deſcent divine; 

Great Jove and Pbœbar. gracid his noble line; 

Heav'n had not crown d his wiſhes with a ſon, 

But two fair daughters heit d his ſtate and throne. mh 
| 0 
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To him Apollo (wond'rous to relate! | 
But who can pierce into the depths of fate?) 
Had ſung 
« A yellow lion and a briſtly boar. 

This, long revolv'd-in his paternal breaſt, - - + 
Sate heavy on his- heart, and broke-his we: 


This, great Amphiarazs, lay hid from thee, 


Tho? skill'd in fate and dark futurity. 
The father's care and prophet's art were vain, 


For thus did the predicting God ordain, 
Lo hapleſs Tydexs, whoſe ill-fated hand 
Had ſlain his brother, leaves his native land, 


Expect thy ſons on Argo: 0 0 


And ſeiz d with horror, in the ſhades of night, 
Turo the thick deſarts headlong urg ' d his fight: 


Now by the fury. of the tempeſts driv*n 


He ſeeks a ſhelter from th' inclement heav n,. 


Till led by fate, the Theban's ſteps he treads, - 


And to fair Argos? open Court ſucceeds. 


T* Adraſtur realms, and hoſpitable court, 

The King ſurveys his gueſts with curious eyes, 
And views their arms and habit with ſurprize.” 
A lion's yellow skin the Theban wears, 


Such once employ'd Alcides' youthful tails, ' - 
Fre yet adorn'd with Nemes's dreadful ſpoils.” 
A boar's ſtiff hide, of Calydonian breed, 


When thus the chiefs from diff*rent lands refort 


Horrid his inane, and rough with curling hairs; | 


Oexzides? manly ſhoulders overſpread, , NY 


Oblique his tusks, erect his briſtles ſtood, 
Alive, the pride and terror of the wood: 


Struck with the ſight, and fix d in deep amaze, 


The King th' accompliſh'd oracle ſurveys, 
Reveres Apollo's vocal caves, and owns 


The guiding Godhead, and his future ſons. 


oe 


| Where yet thin fumes from dying ſparks ariſe, ; : 


The fir BOOK of 213 


Oeer all his boſom ſecret tranſports reign, 


And a glad horror ſhoots thro? ev'ry vein: 

To heav'n he lifts his hands, ereQs his ſight, 

And thus invokes the ſilent Queen of night. | 
Goddeſs of ſhades, beneath whoſe gloomy reign 

Yon” ſpangled arch glows with the ſtarry train, 

You who the cares of heav'n and earth allay, 

Till nature, quickned dy th' inſpiring ray, : 


Wakes to new vigour with the riſing day. 


Oh thou who freeſt me from my doubttul ſtate, 
Long loſt and wilder'd in the maze of fate 
Be preſent ſtill, oh Goddeſs! in our aid; 
Proceed, and firm thoſe Omens thou haſt made! 
We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 
And on thy altars ſacrifices lay ; BY 
The ſable flock ſhall fall beneath the ſtroke, 
And fill thy temples with a grateful ſmoke ; 
Hail, faithful Tripos! hail, ye dark abodes 
Of awful Phwbas : I confeſs the Gods 
Thus, ſeiz'd with ſacred fear, the Monarch 
Then to his inner court the gueſts convey'd ; 


pray'd; 


And duſt yet white upon each altar lies ; 

The relicks of a former ſacrifice. _ 

The King once more the ſolemn rites requires, 
And bids renew the feaſts, and wake the fires. 
His train obey, while all the courts around 
With noiſy care and various tumult ſound. 
Embroider'd purple cloaths the golden beds; 
This flave the floor, and that the table ſpreads ; 
A third diſpels the darkneſs of the night, _ 
And fills depending lamps with beams of light; 


Here loaves in caniſters are pil'd on high, 


And there, in flames the flaughter'd victims fy. 
* Sublime 


8ꝙX— 774 ( — 20 
: — 24.2 on nog nos nec AE 


. 


— 2 wi OO 
2 ro BE — r 
— — — 88 


A 4 4 Cs AN 


— — — —- 
ö — — 


2 3 hs... 
* 


214 SrarrTus his Trepars. 


Sublime in regal ſtate, Adraſtus ſhone, 
Stretch'd on rich carpets, on his iv ry throne; 
A lofty couch receives each princely gueſt ; 
Around, at awful diſtance, wait the reſt. 
And now the King his royal feaſt to grace, 
Aceſtis calls, the guardian of his race, 

Who firſt their youth in arts of virtue train'd, 


And their ripe years in modeſt grace maintain'd. 


Then ſoftly whiſper'd in her faithful ear, 
And bade his daughters at the rites appear. 
When from the cloſe apartments of the night, 


The royal nymphs approach'd divinely bright; 
Such was Diana's, ſuch Minerva's face; | 
Nor ſhine their beauties with ſuperior grace, 


But that in theſe a milder charm endears, 
And leſs of terror in their looks appears. 

As on the heroes firſt they caſt their eyes, 
O'er their fair cheeks the glowing bluſhes rife, 


Their down-caſt looks a decent ſhame confeſt, 


Then, on their father's rev'rend features reſt. 


The banquet done, the Monarch gives the ſign, 


To fill the goblet high with ſparkling wine, 
Which Danuaus us d in ſacred rites of old. 


With ſculpture grac'd, and rough with riſing gold. 


Here to the clouds victorious Perſeus flies; 
Meduſa ſeems to move her languid eyes, 
And ev'n in gold, turns paler as ſne dies. 


There from the chace Jove's tow'ring eagle beats 


On golden wings, the Pbrygian to the ſtars; 
Still as he riſes in th' æthereal height, 

His native mountains leſſen to his ſight; 
While all bis fad companions upward gaze, 


Fir d on the glorious ſcene in wild amaze, 
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And the ſwift hounds, afrighted as he flies, 
Run to the ſhade, and bark againſt the skies. 

This golden bowl with gen'rous juice was crown'd, 
The firſt libations ſprinkled on the ground: 
By turns on each celeſtial pow'r they call; 
With Phaebas? name reſounds the vaulted hall. 
The courtly train, the ſtrangers, and the reſt, 
Crown'd with chaſte lawrel, and with garlands dreſt, 
(While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze) 
Salute the God in num'rous hymns of praiſe. 

Then thus the King: Perhaps, my noble gueſts, 

| Theſe honour'd altars, and theſe annual feaſts, _ 
To bright Apollo's awful name deſign'd, 
Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind. 
Great was the cauſe; our old ſolemnities 
From no blind zeal or fond tradition riſe ; 
But ſav'd from death, our Argives yearly pay 
Theſe grateful honours to the God of Day. 

When by a thouſand darts the Python ſlain 
With orbs unroll'd lay cov'ring all the plain, 
(Transfix'd as o'er Caſtalia's ſtreams he hung, 
And ſuck'd new poiſons with his tripple tongue) 
To Argos realms the victor God reſorts, 
And enters old Crotopus humble courts. 
This rural prince.one only daughter bleſt, 
That all the charms of blooming youth poſſeſt; 
Fair was her face, and ſpotleſs was her mind. 
Where filial love with virgin ſweetneſs join'd. 
Happy! and happy till ſhe might have prov'd; 
Were ſhe leſs beautiful, or leſs beloy'd! 
But Phebas lov'd, and on the flow'ry fide 
Of Nemea's ſtream, the yielding fair enjoy'd; 
And e're ten moons their orb with light adorn, 

Th' illuſtrious off-ſpring of the God was born. EEE 
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The nymph, her father's anger toevade, 
Now flies from Argos to the ſylvan ſhade, 
To woods and wilds the pleafing burden bears, 
And truſts her infant to a ſhepherd's cares. 
How mean a fate, unhappy child! is thine ? 
Ah how unworthy thoſe of race divine? 
| On flow'ry herbs in ſome green covert laid, 
His bed the ground, his canopy the ſhade, 
He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries; 
While the rude ſwain his rural muſic tries, 
To call ſoft ſlumbers on his infant eyes. 
Yet ev'n in thoſe obſcure abodes to live, 
Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give! 
For on the graſſy verdure as he lay, 
And breath'd the freſhneſs of the rifing day, 
Devouring dogs the helpleſs infant tore, 
Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp'd the gore. 
Tt aſtoniſh'd mother when the rumour came, 
Forgets her father, and negleQs her fame, 
With loud complaints ſhe fills the yielding air, 
And beats her breaſt, and rends her flowing hair ; 
Then wild with anguiſh, to her Sire ſhe flies; 
Demands the ſentence, and contented dies. 
But touch'd with ſorrow for the dead, too late, 
The raging God prepares t'avenge her fate. 
He ſends a monſter, horrible and fell, 
Begot by furies in the depths of hell. 
The peſt a virgin's face, and boſom bears; £ 


High on her crown a riſing ſnake appears, 

Guards her black front, and hiſſes in her hairs: 
About the realm ſhe walks her dreadful round, 
When night with ſable wings o'erſpreads the ground, 
Devours young babes before their parent's eyes, 

And feeds and thrives on publick miſeries. 
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But gen'rous rage the bold Chorebus warms, 
Choræbus, fam'd for virtue, as ror arms; 
Some few like him, inſpir'd with martial flame, 
Thought a ſhart life well loſt for endleſs fame. 
Theſe, where two ways in equal parts divide, © 
The direful monſter from afar deſcry'd; £ 
Two bleeding babes depending at her fide; -_ 
Whoſe panting vitals, warm with life, ſhe draws; 
And in their hearts embrues her cruel claws. 
The youth ſurround her with. extended ſpears; 
But brave Chorebas in the front apears, 
Deep in her breaſt he plung'd his ſhining ſword, 
And hell's dire monſter back to hell reſtor'd. 
Th' Inachians view'd the flain with vaſt ſurprize; 
Her twiſting volumes, and her rowling eyes, 
Her ſpotted breaſt, and gaping womb embru'd 
With livid poiſon, and our infarits blood. 
The crowd in ſtupid wonder fix d appear, 
Pale ev'n in joy, nor yet forget to fear. 5 
Some with vaſt beams the ſquallid corps engage, 
And weary all the wild efforts of rage. | 
The birds obſcene, that nightly flock'd to taſt, 
With hollow ſcreeches fled the dire repaſt; 
And ravenous dogs, allur'd by ſcented blood, 
And ſtarviug wolves, ran howling to the wood. 
But fir'd with rage, from cleft Parnaſſus brow : 


Avenging Phoebus bent his deadly bow, 

And hiſſing flew the feather'd fates below; 
5 A night of ſultry clouds involv'd around 'B 

The tow'rs, the fields, and the devoted ground; 
And now a thouſand lives together fled, 10 
Death with his ſcythe cut off the fatal thread, £ 
And a whole province in his triumph led. 
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But Phobas, ask'd why noxious fires appear, 
And raging Sirius blaſts the ſickly year, 
Demands their lives by whom his monſter fell, 
And dooms a dreadful facrifice to hell, : 
Bleſs d be thy duſt, and let eternal fame 
Attend thy Mares, and preſerve thy nme; 
VUndaunted Hero! who, divinely brave, 
In ſach a cauſe difdain'd thy life to ſave; 
But view'd the ſhrine with a ſuperior look, 
And its upbraided Godhead thus beſpoke. 
With piety, the ſoul's ſecureſt guard, 
And conſcious virtue, ſtill its own reward, 
Willing I come, unknowing how to fear; 
Nor ſhalt thou, Phœbut, find a ſuppliant here, 
Thy monſter's death to me was ow'd alone, 
And *tis a deed too glorious to diſown. 
Behold him here, for whom, ſo many days, 
Impervious clouds conceal'd thy ſullen rays; 
For whom, as Man no longer claim'd thy care, 
Such numbers fell by peſtilential air! 
But if th' abandon'd race of human- kind 
From Gods above no more compaſſion find, 
If ſuch inclemency in heav'n can dwell; 
Yet why muſt un-offending Argos feel 
The Vengeance due to this unlucky ſteel? 
On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 
Nor err from me, ſince I deſerve it all: 
Unleſs our deſart cities pleaſe thy fight, 
And fun'ral flames reflect a grateful light. 
Diſcharge thy ſhafts, this ready boſom rend, 
And to the ſhades a ghoſt triumphant ſend ; 
But for my Country let my fate atone, | 
Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own. 
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Merit diſtreſs'd, impartial heav n relieves ; 
Unwelcome life relenting Phæbus gives; 


For not the vengeful Pow'r, that glow'd with rage, 
With ſuch amazing virtue durſt engage. % 
The clouds diſpers'd; Apollo's wrath expir'd, | 
And from the wondring God th unwilling youth retir d; 
Thence we theſe altars in his temple raiſe 
And offer annual honours, feaſts, and praiſe; 
Theſe ſolemn feaſts propitious Phæbus pleaſe; 
Theſe honours, ſtill renew'd, his antient wrath appeaſe: 
But ſay, illuſtrious gueſt (adjoin'd the King) 
What name you beat, from what high race you ſpring? 
The noble Tydens ſtands confeſs d, and known 
Our neighbour Prince, and heir of Calydon. | 
Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night 
And ſilent hours to various talk invite. | 
The Thebaz bends on earth his gloomy eyes, 
Confus'd, and ſadly thus at length replies: 
Before theſe altars how ſhall I proclaim 
(Oh gen'rous prince ) my nation or my name, 
Or thro* what veins our antient blood has roll'd? 
Let the ſad tale for ever reſt untold! 
Yet if propitious to a wretch unknown, 
You ſeek to ſhare in ſorrows not your own; 
Know then, from Cadmus I derive my race, 
Jocaſta's ſon, and Thebes my native place. 
To whom the King, (who felt his gen'rous breaſt 
Touch'd with concern for his unhappy gueſt) 
Replies Ah why forbears the ſon to name 
His wretched father, known too well by fame? 
Fame, that delights around the world to ſtray, 
dcorns not to take dur Argos in her way. 
Ev'n thoſe who dwell where ſuns at diſtance roll, 


In northern wilds, and 8 beneath the pole; 
2 
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And thoſe who tread the burning Lybian lands, 

The faithleſs Syrzes and the moving ſands; 

Who view the weſtern ſea's extremeſt bounds, 

Or drink of Ganges in their eaſtern grounds; 

All theſe the woes of Oedipus have known, 

Your fates, your furies, and your haunted town. 

If on the ſons the parents crime: deſcend, 

What prince from thoſe his lineage can defend? | 

Be this thy comfort, that tis thine t'efface 3 

With virtuous acts thy anceſtors diſgraco, 5 

And be thy ſelf the honour of thy race. 

But ſee! the ſtars begin to ſteal away, 

And ſhine more faintly at approachiug day ; 

Now pour the wine; and in your tuneful lays, 

Once more teſound the great Apolle's praiſe. 
Oh father Phebas! whether Lycia's coaſt - 

And ſhowy-mountains, thy bright preſence boaſt ; 

Whether to fweet Caſtalia thou repair, 

And bathe in ſilver dews thy yellow hair; 

Or pleas'd to find fair Delos float no more, 

Delight in Cynthus, and the ſhady ſhore; 

Or chuſe thy ſeat in Ilion's proud abodes, 

© The ſhining ſtructures rais'd by lab'ring Gods! 

By thee the bow and mortal ſhafts are born; 

Eternal charms thy blooming youth adorn: 

Skill'd in the laws of ſecret fate above, 

And the dark counſels of almighty Jove, 

Tis thine the ſeeds of future war to know, 

The change of ſcepters, and impending woe ; 

When direful meteors ſpread thro' glowing air 

Long trails of light, and ſhake their blazing hair. 

Thy rage the Phyrgian felt, who durſt aſpire 

T” excell the muſic of thy heav'nly Iyre; 


Thy 


Thy 
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Thy ſhafts aveng'd lewd T:tyas' guilty flame, 
Th' immortal vidim of thy mother's fame; 
Thy hand flew 3 and the dame who loſt 
Her num'rous offspring for a fatal boaſt. 

In Phlegias doom thy juſt revenge appears, 
Condemn'd to furies and eternal fears ; 


He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 


The mould'ring rock that trembles from on high. 


Propitious hear our pray'r, O Pow'r divine! 
And on thy hoſpitable Argos ſhine. 
Whether the ſtyle of Titan pleaſe thee more, 
Whole purple rays th' Achqmenes adore; 
Or great OHyris, who firſt taught the ſwain 
In Pharian fields to ſow the golden grain; 


Or Mitra, to whoſe beams the Perſian bows, 


And pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows, 
Mitra, whoſe head the blaze of light adorns, ' 


Who graſps the ſtrugling Heifer's lunar horns, 
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The beginning of this book deſerites the arcing 90 Uu 5 
ſes from Phæacia; with the gifts of Alcinous 10 bis 
gueſt ; and bis raking Ap for bis native country Ithaca. | 


HE Sun deſcenging, the Pheacian train J 
= Spread their broad ſails, and launch i inco, j 
the main: \ 
At once they bend, and ſtrike their equal ) 
oars, 15 
And leave the ſi inking hills, and leſs'ning ſhores, T 
While on the deck the Chief in ſilence lies, 
And pleaſing flumbers ſteal upon his eyes. 
As fiery courſers in the rapid race, 
Urg'd by fierce drivers thro' the duſty ſpace, 
Toſs their high heads, and ſcour Along the plain; 
So mounts the bounding veſſel o'er the main: 
Back to the ſtern the parted billows flow, 
And the-black ocean foams and roars below. 


Thus 


* 
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Thus with ſpread fails the winged gally flies; 

Leſs ſwift, an eagle cuts the liquid skies: 

Divine Ulyſſes be her ſacred load, | 

A man, in wiſdym equal to a God. 

Much danger long, and mighty toils he bore, 

In ſtorms by ſea, and combats on the ſhore: - 

All which ſoft ſleep now baniſh'd from his breaſt; 

Wrapt in a pleaſing, deep, and death-like reſt. 
But when the morning ſtar with early ray 

Flam'd in the front of heay'n, and promis'd day, 

Like diſtant clouds the mariner deſcries 

Fair [thaca's emerging hills ariſe. 

Far from the town, a ſpacious port appears, 

Sacred to Phorcy,*:pow'r, whoſe name it bears; 

Two craggy rocks, projecting to the main, 

The roaring winds tempeſtuous rage reſtrain; 

Within, the waves in ſofter murmurs glide, 

And ſhips ſecure without their haul ſers ride. 

High at the head a branching olive grows, 

And crowns the pointed cliffs with ſhady boughs, 

Beneath, a gloomy Grotto's cool receſs, N 

Detights the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas; 

Where bowls and urns were form'd of living 

And maſly beams in native marble ſhone, 


ſtone, | 


On which the tabours of the nymphs were rol 7d, | 


Their webs divine of purple mix'd with gold. 
Within the cave, the cluſtring bees attend 

' Their waxen works, or from the roof depend, 
Perpetual waters o'er the pavement glide; 
Two marble doors unfold on either fide; 
Sacred the ſouth, by which the Gods deſcend, 
But mortals enter at the northern end. 

Thither they bent, and haul'd their ſhip to land, 

(The crook keel ane the yellow land) 
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Ul ve ſleeping, on his couch they bore, | 
And gently plac'd him on the rocky ſhore : 


His treaſures next, Alcinon,” gifts, they laid 


In the wild olive's unfrequented ſhade ; _ 

Secure from theft: then launch'd the bark again, Ip 
And tugg'd their oars, and meaſur'd back the main. | 
Mean while Ulyſſes. in his country lay, d 
Rel eas'd from ſleep; and round him might ſurvey | : 

The ſolitary ſhore, and rowling ſea. 
Yet had his mind, thro” tedious abſence, loſt 
The dear remembrance of his native coaſt; 
Befides Minerva, to ſecure her care, 
Diffus'd around a veil of thicken d air: 
For ſo the Gods ordain'd, to keep unſeen 
His royal perſon from bis friends and Queen, 
Till the proud ſuitors, for their crimes, afford 
An ample vengeance to her injur'd Lord. 

Now all the land another proſpet bore, : 
Another port appear'd, another ſhore ; 
And long-continu'd ways, and winding floods, 
And, unknown mountains , crown'd with unknown 

woods. 

Penſive and ſlow, with ſudden grief oppreſt, 
The King aroſe, and beat his careful breaſt, = 
Caſt a long look o'er all the coaſt and main, 3 
And ſought around his native realm in vain; =) 
Then with erected eyes ſtood fix'd in woe, 
And, as he ſpoke, the tears began to flow. 

Ye Gods (he cry*d) upon what barren coaſt, 
In what new region is Lyſſes toſt? 
Poſleſs'd by wild — fierce in arms? 
Or men, whoſe boſom tender pity warms? _ 
Where ſhall this treaſure now in ſafety lie? 
And whither, whither its ſad owner fly? 
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Ah why did I Alcinons grace implore? 

Ah why forſake Pheacia's happy ſhore? bi 

Some juſter prince perhaps had entertain d, 
And fate reſtor'd me to my native land. 

Is this the promis'd, long expected coaſt? * 

And this the faith Pheacis's rulers boaſt? 

Oh righteous Gods! of all the great, how few ' 

Are juſt to heay? in, and to their promiſe true! 

But he the pow'r, to whoſe all- ſeeing eyes 

The deeds of men appear without diſguiſe, 

"Tis his alone, t'avenge the wrongs I bear; 

For ſtill th' oppreſ$'d are his peculiar care: 

To count theſe preſents, and from thence to prove 

Their faith, is mine, the reſt belongs to Jove. 

Then on the ſands he rang'd his wealthy ſtore, 
The gold, the veſts, the tripods number'd oer; 
All theſe he found, but ſtill, in error loſt, 
Diſconſolate he wanders on the coaſt : 

Sighs for his country; and laments again 

To the deaf rocks, and hoarſe-reſounding main. 
"When lo! the guardian Goddeſs of the wiſe, 
Celeſtial Pallas, ſtood before his eye; 

In ſhow a youthful ſwain, of form divine, | 
Who ſeem'd defcended from ſome princely Une: n 
A graceful robe her ſlender body dreſt, 

Around her ſhoulders flew the waving veſt, 

Her decent hand à ſhining javelin bore, 

And painted ſandals on her feet ſhe wore: 

To whom the King: Who&er of human face | 
Thou art, that wander'ſt in this deſart place; © 
With joy to thee, as to ſome God, I bend, 

To thee my treaſures and my ſelf commend. | 

Q tell a wretch; in exile doom d to ſtray, . 


_ What air I breathe, what country I ſurvey? _ 


Tue 


of HOME R's Opvss88s 229 
The fruitful continent's extremeſt bound; | 
Or ſome fair iſle which Neptune's arms ſurtound * 

From what far clime, (fad ſhe) remote from fame, 
Arriv'ſt thou here, a ſtranger to our name? 1 
Thou ſeeſt an iſland, not to thoſe uiiknown, 
Whoſe hills ate brighten'd by the riſing ſun; 

Nor thoſe that plac'd beneath his utmoſt reign, 
Behold him ſinking in the weſtern main, 

The rugged ſoil allows no level ſpace 

For flying chariots, or the tapid race; 

Yet not ungrateful to'the peaſant's pain, 

Suffices fulneſs to the ſwelling grain; 

The loaded trees their various fruits produce, 
And cluſt'ring grapes afford a gen rous juice; 
Woods crown our mountains, and in ev'ry grove 
The bounding goats and frisking heifers rope; 
Soft rains and kindly dews refreſh the field, 
And riſing ſprings eternal verdure yield. 

Ev'n to thoſe ſhores is [zbaca renown'd, 

Where Troy's majeſtic ruins ſtrow the ground: 

At this, the chief with tranſport was poſſeſt, 
His panting heart exulted in his breaſt: 

Yet well diſſembling his untimely joys, 
And veiling truth in plauſible diſguiſe; 
Thus, with an air ſincere, in fiction bold, 
His ready tale th* inventive hero told. 

Oft have I heard in Crete this iſland's name, 

For "twas from Crete, my native ſoil, I came; 
Self-baniſh'd thence, I fail'd before the wind, 

And left my children and my friends behind. 

From fierce Idomeneus revenge I flew, 
Whoſe ſon, the ſwift Orſilochut, I flew, 40 
(With brutal force he ſeiz'd my Trejan prey, 
Due to the toils of many a bloody day.) | 
+; bas „Unſeen 
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Unſeen I 'ſcap'd; and, favour'd by the night, 
In a Phænician veſſel took my flight; 
For Pyle or Elis bound; but tempeſts toſt, 
And raging billows drove us on your coalt : 
In dead of night an unknown port we gain d, 
Spent with fatigue, and ſlept ſecure on land; 
But e're the wi morn renew'd the day, 
While in th' embrace of pleaſing fleep I lay, 
Sudden, invited by auſpicious gales, 
They land my goods, and hoiſt their flying ſails; 
Abandon'd here, my fortune I deplore, 
A hapleſs exile on a foreign ſhore. 
| Thus while he ſpoke, the blue-eye'd maid began 
With pleaſing ſmiles to view the godlike man; 
Then chang'd her form, and now divinely bright 
Jore”s heav'nly daughter ſtood confeſs'd to ſight, 
Like a fair virgin in her beauty's bloom, | 
Skill'd in th? illuſtrious labours of the loom. 

O ſtill the ſame Ulyſſes ! ſhe rejoin'd, 
In uſeful craft ſucceſsfully refin'd; : 
Artful in ſpeech, in action, and in mind ! 
Suffic'd it not, that thy long labours paſt 
Secure thou leeſt thy native ſhore at laſt? 
But this to me? who, like thy ſelf excell 
In arts of counſel, and diſſembling well: 
To me, whoſe wit exceeds the pow'rs divine, 
No leſs, than mortals are ſurpaſs d by thine : 
Know'lt thou not me, who made thy life my cate, 
Thro? ten years wandring, and thro? ten years war; 
Who taught thee arts, Alcinous to perſuade, 
To raiſe his wonder, and engage his aid? 
And now appear, thy treaſures to protect, 
Conceal thy,perſon, thy deſigns direct, 
And tell what more thou mult from fate expect; 


Domeſtic 
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Domeſtic woes, far heavier to be born, 
The pride of fools, and ſlaves inſulting ſcorn. 
But thou be ſilent, nor reveal thy ſtate, 
Yield to the force of unreſiſted fate, 
And bear unmov'd the wrongs of baſe mankind, 
The laſt and hardeſt conqueſt of the mind. 
Goddeſs of wiſdom! (Iæbacus replies) „ 
He who diſcerns thee muſt be truly wiſe, : 
So ſeldom view'd, and ever in diſguiſe. 
When the bold Argives led their warring pow'rs 
Againſt proud Ilion's well-defended tow'rs, 
Ulyſſes was thy care, celeſtial maid, 
Grac'd with thy ſight, and favour'd with thy aid : 
But when the Trojaz piles in aſhes lay, 
And, bound for Greece, we plow'd the watry way; 
Our fleet diſpers'd, and driven from coaſt to coaſt ; 
Thy ſacred preſence from that hour I loſt; | 
Till I beheld thy radiant form once more, 
And heard thy counſels on Phæacia's ſhore, 
But by th' almighty author of thy race, 
Tell me, oh tell, is this my native place? 
For much I fear, long tracts of land and ſea 
Divide this coaſt from diſtant Ithaca. 
The ſweet deluſion kindly you impoſe, _ 
To ſooth my hopes and mitigate my woes. | 
Thus he: The blue-ey'd Goddeſs thus replies: 
How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wiſe? 
Who vers'd in fortune, fear the flatt'ring ſhow, 
And taſte not half the bliſs the Gods beſtow. 
The more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt deſires, 
And guard the wiſdom which her ſelf inſpires. 
Others, long abſent fromtheir native place, 
Strait ſeek their home, and fly with eager pace, 
To their wives arms, and childrens.dear embrace. 
Not 
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Not thus Ulyſſes; he decrees to prove © 
His ſubjects faith, and Queen's ſuſpected love, 
Who mourn'd her Lord twice ten revolving years; | 
And waſtes the days in grief, the nights m tears,” | 


But Palin knew (thy friends and navy loſt ) 
Once more twas giv'n thee to behold thy San: 5 
Yet how could ] with adverle fate engage, TS 


And mighty Neptane's unrelenting rage? ——— 


No lift thy longing eyes, while I reſtore 


The pleafing proſpect of thy native ſhore! 

Behold the port of Phoreys, fenc'd around 

With rocky mountains, and with olives crown'd! 
Behold the gloomy Grot, whoſe cool receſs 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas; 
Whoſe now neglected altars in thy reign 

Bluſt'd with the blood of ſheep and oxen lain. - 
Behold where Neritus the clouds divides, 

And ſhakes the waving foreſts on his fides ! 

So ſpake the Goddeſs, and the proſpect clear'd, 
The miſts diſpers'd, and all the coaſt appear d: 
The King with joy confe(s*d his place of birth, 
And, on his knees, ſalutes his mother earth; 
Then, with his ſuppliant hands upheld in rs 


Thus to the ſea-green fi ſters ſends his pray'r. 


All hait! Ye virgin daughters of the main; 
Ye ftreatns, beyond my hopes beheld again * 
To you once more your own Ulyſſes bows, | 
Attend his tranſports, and receive his vows. 

If Fove prolong my days, and Pallas crown 
The growing virtues of my youthful ſon, 
To you ſhall rites divine be ever paid, 

And grateful off*rings on your altars laid- 
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Loſe to the deres a ende carden lies, 
* From ſtorms defended, and inclement skies: 
Four acres was th allotted ſpace of ground, 

Fenc'd with a green encloſure all around. 
Tall thriving trees s ole the fruitful mold; 
The red'ning apple ripens here to gold, 
Here the blue fig with quſcious juice o'erflows, 
With deeper red the full pomegranate glows, 
The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear, 
And yerdant olives flouriſh round the year. 6 
The balmy ſpirit of the weſtern gale 
Eternal breathes on fruits untaught to fail : 
Each dropping pear a following pear ſupplies, 
On apples apples, figs on figs ariſe: 
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The ſame mild ſeaſon gives the blooms to blow, 
The buds to harden, and the fruits to grow. 
_ . - Here order'd vines in equal ranks appear 

With all th*-united labours of the year, 

Some to unload the fertile branches tun, 

Some dry the black ' ning cluſters in the ſun, 

Others to tread the liquid harveſt join, 

The groaning preſſes foam with floods of wine. 
Here are the vines in early flow'r deſcry'd, 
Here grapes diſcolour'd on the ſunny fide, 
And there in autumn's richeſt purple dy'd. 

Beds of all various herbs, for ever green, 

In beauteous order terminate the ſcene. 

Two plenteous fountains the whole proſpect crown'd; 
This thro? the gardens leads its ſtreams around, 
Viſits each plant, and waters all the ground: 
While that in pipes beneath the palace flows, 
And thence its current on the town beſtows; _ 
To various uſe their various ſtreams they bring, 

The People one, and one ſupplies the King. 
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Eſcend ye nine! 8 and ſing; 
The breathing inſtruments inſpire, 
Wake into voice each ſilent ſtring, 
And ſweep the ſounding lyre! 
In a ſadly-pleaſing ſtrain 
Let the warbling lute complain: 
Let the loud trampet ſound, 
Till the roofs all around 
The ſhrill echos rebound: 
While in more lengthen'd notes and flow, 
The.deep, majeſtic, ſolema organs blow. 
Hark ! the numbers, ſoft and clear, 
Gently ſteal upon the ear; 
Now louder, and yet louder riſe, ; 
And fill with fpteading ſounds the skies; 
kulting in triumph now ſwell the bold notes, 
u broken air, „the wild muſic floats; 
Till, by degrees, remote and ſmall, | 


14 - 44 4 


To 


238 MISCELLANIES. 
The ſtrains decay, „ 
And melt away, 
In a dying, dying fall. 
| Il 
By muſic, minds an equal temper know; 
Nor ſwell too high, nor ſink too low. 

If in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, 

Muſic her ſoft, aſſuaſive voice applies; 1 
Or when the ſoul is preſs'd with cares, ©: 
Exalts her in enlivening airs. 

Warriors ſhe fires with animated ſounds ; 

- Pours balm into the bleeding Lover's wounds: 

Melancholy lifts her head; 

Morpheus rowꝛes from his bed; 

Sloath unfolds her arms and wakes, 

Liſt'ning Envy drops her ſnakes; 
Inteſtine war no more our Paſſions wage, 
Ev'n giddy Factions hear away their rage. 


III. 


But when our Country's cauſe provokes to arms, 
How martial muſic ev'ry boſom warms ! 
So when the firſt bold veſlel dar'd the ſeas, 
High on the ſtern the Thraxian rais'd his ſtrain, 
While Arge ſaw her kindred trees 
Deſcend From Pelion to the main. 
Tranſported demi-gods ſtood round, 
And men grew heroes at the ſound, 
Enflam'd with glory's charms : 
Each chief his ſev*n-fold ſhield diſplay d, B 
And half unſheath'd the ſhining blade; 
And Seas, and rocks, and skies rebound 
To arms, to arms, to arms! 
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5 IV. 1 | 
But when thro? all th' infernal bounds 
Which flaming Pöhlegeton ſurrounds, ' 
Sad Orpheus ſought his conſort loſt; 
Th' inexorable gates were barr'd, 
And nought was ſeen, and nought was heard 
Around the dreary coaſt, 
But dreadful gleams, 
Diſmal ſcreams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 
Sullen moans, 
Hollow groans, | : 
And cries of tortur'd ghoſts. | | 
| But hark! he ſtrikes the golden lyre; 
And ſee! the tortur'd ghoſts reſpire, 
See ſhady forms advance 
Thy ſtone, O Syſphas, ſtands till; 
Ixion reſts upon his wheel, 
And the pale ſpectres dance | 
The furies fink upon their iron beds, 
And ſnakes uncurPd hang liſt ving round their heads, 


. 


By the ſtreams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow pers 
O'er th* Ely ian flow'rs, + 112 
By thoſe happy ſouls who dwell _ EET INS 
In yellow meads of Aſphodel, 
Or Amaranthine bow'rs: 
By the heroes armed ſhades 


Glitt'ring thro? the gloowy glades, 


| 
= 
| 
| 
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By the youths that dy'd for love, 
Wandring in the myrtle grove, 
Reſtore, reſtore Eurydice 1 to life 
Oh take the husband, or return the wife! 
He ſung, and hell conſented 
To hear the Poet's pray'r; 
Stern Proſerpine relented, 
And gave him back the fair. 
Thus ſong could prevail 
- O'et death and o'er hell, 


A conqueſt how hard and how glorious? 


Tho' fate had faſt bound her 
With Szyx nine times round her, 


Vet muſic and love were victorious. 


VI. 


But ſoon, too ſoon, the lover turns his eyes: 


Again ſhe falls, again ſhe dies, ſhe dies! 
How wilt thou now the fatal ſiſters move? 
No crime was thine, if *tis no crime to love. 
Now under hanging mountains, 
Beſide the falls of fountains, 
Or where Hebrus wanders, 
Rolling in Meanders, 
All alone, 
Unheard, unknown, 
He makes- his moan; 
And calls her ghoſt, 
For ever, ever, ever loſt! 
Now with furies ſurrounded, 
Deſpairing, confounded, 
He trembles, he glows, 
Amidſt Khodope's ſhows: 


See 
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See, wild as the winds, o'er the deſart he flies; 
Hark! Haæmus reſounds with the Bacchaualt cries -— 
— Ah ſee, he dies! 1 

Vet ev'n in death Eurydice he ſung, 
Eurydice ſtill trembled on his tongue, 

Eurydice the woods, 

Eurydice the floods, 
Eurydice the rocks, and hollow mountains rung. 


VII. 


Muſ c the ßercelt griefs can FE 
And fate's ſevereſt rage diſarm: 
Muſic can ſoften pain to eaſe, 
And make deſpair and madneſs pleaſe: 
Our joys below it can improve, 
And antedate the bliſs above. 
This the divine Cecilia found, 
And to her maker's praiſe confin'd the ſound, - 
When the full organ joins the tuneful quire. 
TW immortal pow'rs incline their ear; 
Born on the ſwelling notes our ſouls aſpire, 
While ſolemn airs improve the ſacred fire; 
And Angels lean from heav'n to hear! 
Of Orpbeus now no more let Poets tell, 
To bright Cecilia greater pow'r is givin; 
His numbers rais'd a ſhade from hell, 
Hers lift the ſoul to heav'n. 


* . 
Two 
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Two ne to the Tragedy of 
Brutus, not yet publick. 


Chorus of ATHENIA N. 
Strophe I. 


| V E fhades, where ſacred truth is ſought; 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught; 
Where heav'ply Viſions Plato fir d, 

And godlike Zeno lay inſpir d! 

In vain your guiltleſs Laurels ſtood, 

Unſpotted long with human blood. 
| War, horrid War, your thoughtful Walks invades, 

| And Steel now glitters in the Muſes ſhades. 


| Autiſtrep;e |. 


= Oh heav'n-born ſiſters! ſource of art ! 
| Who charm the ſenſe, or mend the heart; 
| Who lead fair Virtue's train along, 
Moral Trath, and myſtic Song! 
To what new. Clime, what diſtant Sky, 
Forſaken, friendleſs, ſhall ye fly? | 
Say, will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic Shore, 
Or bid the furious Gaz! be rude no more? 


Str ophe II. 


When Athens finks by Fates unjuſt, 
When wild Barbarians ſpurn her duſt; 
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Perhaps 
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Perhaps ev'n Britains utmoſt ſhore 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with Strangers Gore, 
See Arts her ſavage Sons controul, 
An Athens riſing near the Pole! 
Till ſome new Tyrant lifts his purple Hand, 
And civil Madneſs tears them from the Land. 


Antiſtropbe II. 


Le Gods! what juſtice rules the ball? 
Freedom and Arts together fall; 

Fools grant whate er Ambition craves, 

And Men, once ignorant, are Slaves. 

Oh curs'd Effects of civil Hate, ö 
In ev'ry Age, in ev'ry State 

Still, when the luſt of Tyrant Pow'r ſucceeds, 

Some Athens periſhes, ſome Tally bleeds. 


Cri ih i i I et Lp i Wa 


Chorus of Vourzs and ViRGINSs. 
Fo Semicborus. 


0 H Tyrant Love! haſt thou poſſeſt 
The prudent, learn d, and virtuous Breaſt? | 

Wiſdom and Wit in vain reclaim, 

And Arts but ſoften us to feel thy flame. 

Love, ſoft Intruder, enters here, 

Lut entring learns to be ſincere. 

Marcus with bluſhes owns he loves, 

And Brutus tenderly reproves. | 

Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame Defire, 

Which Nature has impreſt? 


( 


\ 
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Why, Nature; doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
The mild and gen'rons Breaſt? _ 


Chorus. 


Love's purer flames the Gods approve; 
The Gods, and Bratus bend to love: 
Brutus for abſent Portia fighs, 
And ſterner Caſſius melts at Fania's Eyes. ( 
What is loofe Love? a tranſient Guſt, | 
Spent in a ſudden Storm of Luſt ; 
A vapour fed from wild Deſire, 
A wandring, ſelf-conſuming Fire. 
But Hymen's Flames like Stars unite ; 
And burn for ever one; 
Chaſte as cold Cyntbhia's Virgin Light, 
Productive as the Sun. 


Semichor us. 


Oh Source of ev'ry ſocial Tye, 
United Wiſh, and mutual Joy ! 
What various Joys on one attend, 
As Son, as Father, Brother, Husband, Friend? 
Whether his hoary Sire he ſpies, 
While thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe; 
Or meets his Spouſe's fonder Eye; 
Or views his ſmiling Progeny ; 
What tender Paſſions take their turns, 
What home: felt Raptures move? 
His Heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 
With Rev'rence, Hope, and _—__ 
Chorus. 


© 


Hence. gullty Joys, Diſtaſtes, Surmizes, | 
Falſe Oaths, falſe Tears, Deceits, Diſguiſes, | 
| Dangers, 
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Dangers, Doubts, Delays, Surprizes; ak 
Fires that ſcorch, yer dare not ſhine: 
Pureſt Love's unwaſting T reaſure, 
Conſtant Faith, fair Hope, long Leiſure, 
Days of Eaſe, and Nights of Pleaſure; 
Sacred Hymes ! theſe are thine. 


We/ Ww/ W”/ 
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Verſes to the Memory of an Unfortunate 
5 E BS... > 


HAT beck ning Ghoſt, along the toon-light 
ſhade . | 

Invites my ſteps, and points to yonder glade? 

"Tis ſhe! ——but why that bleeding boſom gor'd, 

Why dimly gleams the viſionary ſword? = 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 

Is it, in Heav'n, a crime to love too well? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 

To a@ a Lover's, or a Romans part? 

Is there no bright reverſion in the sky, _ 

For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die? 
Why bade ye elſe, ye Pow'rs! her ſoul aſpire 

Above the vulgar flight of low defire?  _ 

Ambition firſt ſprung from your bleſt abodes; 

The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods: 

Thence to their Images on earth it flows, 

And in the breaſts.of Kings and Heroes glows! 

Moſt fouls, tis true, but peep out once an age, 
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Dull ſullen pris ners in the body's cage 
Dim lights of life that burn a years, 


Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres; 
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Like Eaſtern Kings a lazy ſtate they keep, 
And cloſe confin'd in their own palace ſleep. 
From theſe perhaps (e' re nature bade her die) 
Fate ſnatch'd her early to the pitying sky. 
As into air the purer ſpirits flow, _ | 
And ſep'rate from their kindred dregs below ; ; 
So flew the ſoul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 
But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou mean deſerter of thy brother's blood 
See on theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 


Ml Theſe checks, now fading at the blaſt of death: 


Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 

And thoſe Iove-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 

Thus, if eternal Juſtice rules the ball, 

Thus ſhall your wives, and thus your children fall; : 

On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 

And frequent herſes ſhall beſiege your gates. 

There paſſengers ſhall ſtand, and pointing ſay, 

(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 

Lo theſe were they, whoſe ſouls the Furies ſteel'd, 

And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 

Thus unlamented paſs the proud away, 

The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 

So periſh all, whoſe breaſt ne'er learn'd to glow 

For others good, or melt at others woe. 
What can attone (oh ever-injur'd ſhade!) 

Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpay'd? 

No friend's complaint, no kind domeſtic tear 

Pleas'd thy pale Ghoſt, or grac'd thy mournful bier; 

By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 

By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, © 


By ſtrangers h and b ers d! 
y ſtrangers honour'd, — W 
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What tho? no friends in fable weeds appear, 


Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, . 
And bear about the mockery of woe 


To midnight dances, and the publick ſhow ? 
What tho no weeping Loves thy aſhes grace, 
Nor poliſh'd marble emulate thy face? 
What tho' no ſacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb? 
Yet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs be dreſt, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaſt : 
There ſhall the mort her earlieſt tears beſtow, 
There the firſt roſes of the year ſhall blow ; 
While Angels with their ſilrer wings o'etſhade 
The ground, now ſacred by thy reliques made. 
So peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a Name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How lov'd, how honour'd once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot; 
A heap of duſt alone remains of thee; 
"Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be! 
Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung ; - 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
Ev'n he, whoſe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the gen'rous tear he pays; 
Then from his cloſing eyes thy form ſhall part, 
And the laſt pang ſhall tear thee from his heart, 
Life's idle buſineſs. at one gaſp be o'er. 


The Muſe forgot, and thou beloy'd no more! 


To Mr. FLY with Freſuoy's Art o 


PAINTING, 


Tranſlated by Mr. DRYDEN. 


H1S Verſe be thine, my Friend, nor thou refuſe 

This, from no venal or ungrateful Muſe. 
Whether thy Hand ſtrike out ſome free Deſign, 
Where Life awakes, and dawns at ev'ry Line; 
Or blend in beauteous Tints the colour d Maß, 
And from the Canvas call the mimic Face: 
Read theſe inſtructive Leaves, in which conſpire 
Freſuoy's cloſe Art, and Dryden's native Fire; 
And reading with, like theirs, 'our Fate and Fame, 
So mix'd our Studies, and ſo join'd our Name, | 
Like them to ſhine thro! long ſucceeding Age, 
So juſt thy Skill, ſo regular my Rage. 

Smit with the Love of Siſter- arts we came, 

And met congenial, mingling Flame with Flame; 
Like friendly Colours found our Arts unite, 


And each from each contract new Stren 51 and Light. 


How oft in pleaſing tasks we wear the Day, 

While Summer Suns roll unperceiv'd away? 

How oft” our ſlowly-growing Works impart, 

While Images reflect from Art to Art? 

How oft” review; each finging like a Friend 

Something to blame, and ſomething to commend? 
What flatt'ring Scenes our wand'ring fancy wrought, 

Rome's pompous Glories riſing to our Thought: 


T oge- 
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' Thoſe Tears eternal, that embalm the dead: 
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Together o'cr the Alps methinks we fly, | 

Fir'd with Ideas of fair Italy. | 

With thee, on Raphael's Monument I mourn; 

Or wait inſpiring Dreams at Maro's Urn: 

With thee repoſe, where Tully once was laid, 

Or ſeek ſome Ruin's formidable ſhade; 

While fancy btings the vaniſh'd piles to view; 

And builds imaginary Rome a-new. 

Here thy well-ſtudy'd Marbles fix our eye; 

A fading Freſco here demands a figh: 

Each heav'nly piece unweary'd we compare, | 

Match Raphael's Grace, with thy lov'd Guido's Ait, 

Caracci's Strength, Correggio's ſofter Line, | 

Paulo's free Stroke, and Titian's Warmth divine. 
How finiſh'd with illuſtrious Toil appears 

This ſmall, well-poliſh'd Gem, the“ work of Years! 

Yet ſtill how faint by Precept is expreſt | 

The living Image in the Painter's Breaſt? 

Thence endleſs Streams of fair Ideas flow, 

Strike in the Sketch, or in the Picture glow ; 

Thence Beauty, waking all her Forms, ſupplies 


An Angel's Sweetneſs, or Bridgwater's Eyes. 


Muſe! at that Name thy ſacred Sorrows ſned, 


Call round her Tomb each Object of Deſire, 
Each purer Frame inform'd with purer Fire: 
Bid her be all that chears or ſoftens Life, 


The tender Siſter, Daughter, Friend and Wife; 


Bid her be all that makes Mankind adore; 

Then view this Marble, and be vain no more! 
Yet ſtill her Charms in breathing Paint engage; 

Her modeſt Cheek ſhall warm a future Age. 


r 


* Freſnoy empliy d above 1 Years in finiſhing tir poem 
uty, 
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Beauty, frail flow'r that ev'ry Seaſon fears, 
Blooms in thy colours for a thouſand years, 
Thus Churchill's race ſhall other hearts ſurprize, 
And other Beauties envy Wortley's Eyes, 
Each pleafing Blount ſhall endleſs {miles beſtow, 
And ſoft Belinda's bluſh for ever glow. 
Oh laſting as thoſe colours may they ſhine, 
Free as thy ſtroke, yet faultleſs as thy line! 
New graces yearly, like thy works, diſplay ; 
Soft without weakneſs, without glaring gay;  . 
Led by ſome rule, that guides, but not conſtrains ; 
And finiſh'd more thro” happineſs than pains ! 
The kindred arts ſhall in their praiſe conſpire, 
One dip the pencil, and one ſtring the lyre. 
Yet ſhould the Graces all thy figures place, 
And breath an ear divine on ev'ry face; 
Yet ſhould the Muſes bid my numbers roll, 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their Soul ; 
With Zeuxis Helen thy Bridgwater vie, 
And theſe be ſung till Granville s Myra die; 
Alas! how little from the grave we claim? 
Thou but preſery'ſt a Form, and I a Name. 


| To a Young Lady, with the Works of 
YOITURE. 


i theſe gay thoughts the Loves and Graces ſhine, 
And all the writer lives in ev'ry line; 
His eaſy art may happy nature ſeem, 


 Frifles themſclyes are clegant in him. * 
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Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 1 

Who without flatt'ry pleas'd the fair, and great; 

Still with eſteem no leſs convers'd than read; «+ 

With wit well-natur'd, and with books well-bred; 

His heart, his miſtreſs and his friend did ſhare ; 

His time, the Muſe, the witty, and the fair. 

Thus wiſely careleſs, innocently gay, \ 

Chearful, he play'd the trifle, life, away, 

Till death ſcarce felt his gentle breath ſuppreſt, 

As ſmiling Infants ſport themſelves to reſt: 

Ev'n rival wits did Voiture's fate deplore, 

And the gay mohrn'd who never mouin'd before, 

The trueſt hearts for Voiture heav'd with ſighs, 

Voiture was wept by all the brighteſt Eyes; 

The Smiles and Loves had dy'd in Hoiture's death, 

But that for ever in his lines they breath. . 
Let the ſtrict life of graver mortals be 

A long, exact, and ſerious comedy, 

In ev*ry ſcene ſome moral let it teach, 

And, if it can, at once both pleaſe and preach: 

Let mine, like Voitures, a gay farce appear, 

And more diverting ſt ill than regular, 

Have humour, wit, a native eaſe and grace; 

No matter for the rules of time and place. 

Critics in wit, or life, are hard to pleaſe, 8 

Few write to thoſe, and none can live to theſe. 
Too much your Sex is by their forms confin'd, 

derere to all, but moſt to womankind ; 2 

Cuſtom, grown blind with age, muſt be your guide; 

Your pleaſure is a vice, but not your pride; | 

dy nature yielding, ſtubborn but for fame; 

Made ſlaves by honour, and made fools by ſhame. 
ariage may all thoſe petty tyrants chaſe, 

hut ſets up one, a greater, in their place; 
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But the laſt tyrant ever proves the worſt. 


For the dull glory of a virtuous wife! 


— y—_ 0 


r 
4 2 _—_ — — 
war Bs ñ — — — — EGG EO — —— 


Love, rais'd on beauty, will like that decay, 
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Well might you wiſh for change, by thoſe accurlt, 


Still in conſtraint your ſuff*ring ſex remains, 
Or bound in formal, or in real chains ; 

Whole years neglected for ſome months ador'd, 
The fawning ſervant turns a haughty Lord; 

Ah quit not the free innocence of life, 


Nor let falſe ſhows, or empty titles pleaſe; 
Aim not at joy, but reſt content with eaſe. 

The Gods, to curſe Pamela with her pray'rs, 
Gave the gilt coach and dappled Flanders mares, 
The ſhining robes, rich jewels, beds of ſtate, 
And, to compleat her bliſs, a fool for mate. 

She glares in balls, front- boxes, and the ring, 
A vain, unquiet, glitt'ring, wretched thing ! 
Pride, pomp, and ftate but reach her outward part, 
She fighs, and is no Dutcheſs at her heart. 

But, Madam, if the fates withſtand, and you 
Are deſtin'd Hymen's willing victim too, 

Truſt not too much your now reſiſtleſs charms, 
Thoſe, age or ſickneſs, ſoon or late, diſarms; 
Good humour only teaches charms to laſt, 

Still makes new conqueſts, and maintains the paſt: 


Our hearts may bear its ſlender chain a day, 
As flow' 'Ty bands in wantonneſs are worn; 
A morning 8 pleaſure, an | at evening torn : 
This binds in ties more eaſy, yet more ſtrong, 
The willing heart, and only holds it long. 
Thus Hoiture's early care (till ſnone the ſame, 
And Montbauſier was only chang'd in name; 
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* Madamoiſelle Paulet. 
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By this, ev'n now they live, ev'n now they charm, 
Their wit ſtill ſparklipg, and their flames ſtill warm. 
Now crown'd with myrtle, on th' Elyſiau coaſt, 

Amidſt thoſe lovers, joys his gentle ghoſt : 

Pleas'd, while with ſmiles his happy lines you view, 
And finds a fairer Ramboizllez in you. 

The brighteſt eyes of France inſpir d his Muſe, 
The-brighteſt eyes of Britain now peruſe, 

And dead as living, tis our author's pride, | 
Still to charm thoſe who charm the world beſide. 


SZ E CNS YU SIZE C CTG 
To the ſame, 


On her leaving the Town aſter the 
Coronation. 


S ſome fond virgin, whom her mother's care 
Drags from the town to wholeſom country air, 
Juſt when ſhe learns to roll a melting eye, 

And hear a ſpark, yet think no danger nigh; 

From the dear man unwilling ſhe mult ſever, 

Yet takes one kiſs before ſhe parts for ever. 

Tivs from the world fair Zephalinda flew, 

Saw others happy, and with ſighs withdrew ; 

Not that their pleaſures caus'd her diſcontent, 

dhe ſigh'd not that They ſtay'd, but that She went. 

She went, to plain- work and to purling brooks, 
Old-faſhion'd halls, dull aunts, and croak ing rooks, 
dhe went from op'ra, park, aſſembly, play, 

To morning walks, and pray rs three hours a day; 


To 
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To part her time 'twixt reading and Bohea, 
To muſe and pill her ſolitary Tea, 
Or o'er cold coffee trifle with the ſpoon, 
Count the flow clock, and dine exact at noon; 
Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 
Hum half a tune, tell ſtories to the ſquire ; 
Up to her godly garret after ſev'n, 
There ſtarve and pray, for that's the way to heav'n. 
Some Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack ; 
Whoſe game is whisk, whoſe treat a toaſt in ſack, 
Who viſits with a gun, preſents you birds, 
Then gives a ſmacking buſs, and cries—— No words! 
Or with his hound comes hollowing from the ſtable, 
Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table; 
Whoſe laughs are hearty, tho' his jeſts are coarſe, 
And loves you beſt of all things but his horſe. 
In ſome fair eyening, on your elbow laid, 
You dream of triumphs in the rural ſhade; 
In penſive thought recall the fancy'd ſcene, 
See Coronations riſe on ev'ry green, 
Before you paſs th' imaginary ſights 
Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter'd Knights 
While the ſpread Fan o'erſhades your cloſing eyes; 
Then give one flirt, and all the viſion flies. 
Thus vaniſh ſceptres, coronets, and balls, 
And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls. 
So when your flave, at ſome dear, idle time, 
(Not plagu'd with headachs, or the want of rhime) 
Stands in the ſtreets, abſtracted from the crew, 
And while he ſeems to ſtudy, thinks of you: 
Juſt when his fancy points your ſprightly eyes, 
Or ſees the bluſh of Partheniſſa riſe, | 
G—---y pats my ſhoulder, and you vaniſh quite; 
otrocts, chairs, and coxcombs, ruſh upon my - 
ext 
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Vext to be ſtill in town, I knit my brow, 
Look ſow'r, and hum a ſong——as you may now, 
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On a Fan of the Author's deſign, in which 
was painted the ſtory of Cephalus and 
Procris, with the Motto, Aura veni. 


O ME, gentle Air! th' Æolian ſhepherd ſaid, 
While Procris panted in the ſecret ſhade; 

Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries, 

While ar her feet her ſwain expiring lies. 

Lo the glad gales o'er all her beauties ſtray, . 

Breathe on her lips, and in her boſom play ! 

In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, 

Nor could that fabled dart more ſurely wound: 

Both gifts deſtructive to the givers prove; 

Alike both lovers fall by thoſe they love. 

Vet guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound ſhe gives; 

dhe views the ſtory with attentive eyes, 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 


1 


A 


ON 


SILENCE 
In Imitation of the Style of the late 


EARL of RocHESTIR. 


I. 


Sg Hence! coceval with Eternity; 
Thou wert, e're nature firſt began to be, 
*T'was one vaſt nothing, all, and all ſlept faſt in thee. 
5 5 
Thine was the ſway, e're heav'n was form'd or earth, 
E're fruitful Thought conceiv'd creation's birth, 
Or midwife Word gave aid, and ſpoke the infant forth 
III. 


Then various elements againſt thee join d, 
In one more various animal combin'd, 
And fram'd the clam'rous race of buſy human-kind. 
| TV. EE 
The tongue mov'd gently firſt, and ſpeech was low, 
Till wrangling Science taught it noiſe and ſhow, 
And wicked Wit aroſe, thy moſt abufive foe. 
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V.. 
But rebel Wit deſerts thee oft in vain; 
Loſt in the maze of words, he turns again, 
And ſeeks a ſurer ſtate, and courts thy gentler reign. 
VI. 


Afflicted ſenſe thou kindly doſt ſet free, 
Oppreſs'd with argumental tyranny, 
And routed reaſon finds a ſafe retreat in thee. ” 


VII. 


With thee in private modeſt dulneſs lies, 
And in thy boſom lurks in thought's diſguiſe; 
Thou varniſher of fools, and cheat of all the wiſe! 


VIII. 


Yet thy indulgence is by both confeſt; 
Folly by thee lies ſleeping in the brealt, 
And *tis in thee at laſt that wiſdom ſeeks for reſt, 


Silence, the knave's repute, the whore's good name» 
The only honour of the wiſhing dame; 
Thy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of Fame. 
ö 4 


But cou'dſt thou ſeize ſome tongues that now arefree, 
How Church and State wou'd be oblig'd to thee? 
At Senate, and at Bar, how welcome wou'd(t thou be? 


XI. 


Yet ſpeech, ev'n there, ſubmiſſively withdraws 
From rights of Subjects, and the poor man's cauſe; 


Then pompous ſilence reigns, and ſtills the noiſy laws. 


XII. 
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XII. 
Paſt ſervices of friends, good deeds of foes, 


What Fav'rites gain, and what th' Exchequer owes, 
Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repoſe. | 


XIII. 


The country wit, religion of the town, 
The courtier's learning, policy o' th' gown, 
Are beſt by thee expreſs'd, and ſhine in thee alone, 


XIV. 


The Parſon's cant, the Lawyer's ſophiſtry, 
Lord's quibble, Critic's jeſt ; all end in thee, 


All reſt in peace at laſt, and ſleep eternally. 
ERS ERIN Cog CRgERECNE DS 
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pleaſing form, a aun, yet cautious mind, 
Sincere, tho' prudent, conſtant, yet refi ;gn'd; 

Honour unchang'd, a principle profeſt, 

Fix'd to one fide, but mod'rate to the reſt; 

An honeſt Courtier, and a Patriot too, 

— to his Prince, and to his Country true; 

ill'd with the ſenſe of age, the fire of youth; 

A ſcorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth; 

A gen' rous faith, from ſuperſtition free, 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny; 


Such this man was; who now, from earth remov 'd, 


Ar length enjoys that liberty he lov'd. 
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PRO L OGUE To Mr. Apps ON'S 
Tragedy of CATO. © 


T2 wake the ſoul by tender ſtrokes of art, 

To raiſe the genius, and to mend the heart; 

To make mankind, in conſcious virtue bold, 

Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they behold; 

For this the Tragic Muſe firſt trod the ſtage, 

Commanding tears to ſtream thro? ev'ry age; 

Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 

And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 

Our author ſnuns by vulgar ſprings to move, | 
The hero's glory, or the virgin's love; | 
In pitying love we but our weakneſs ſhow, | 
And wild ambition well deſerves its woe. 

Here tears ſhall low from a more gen'rous cauſe, 

ouch tears, as Patriots ſhed for dying Laws: 

Hie bids your breaſts with ancient ardour riſe, 

And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſh eyes. 

Virtue confeſs'd in human ſhape he draws, 

What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was: 

No common object to your ſight diſplays, 

But what with pleaſure heav'n it ſelf ſurveys; 

A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 

And greatly falling with a falling ſtate! 

While Cato gives his little ſenate laws, 

What boſom beats not in his country's cauſe? | 

Who ſees him act, but envies ev'ry deed? | 
Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to _ 
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Ev'n when proud Ceſar midſt triumphal cars, 
The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 
Ignobly vain and impotently great, 

Show'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in ſtate; 


As her dead Father's rev'rend image paſt, 


The pomp was darken'd, and the day o'ercaſt; 

The triumph ceas'd —— Tears guſh'd from ev'ry eye; 

The World's great Victor paſs'd unheeded by; 

Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador'd, 

And honour'd Cæſar's leſs than Cato's ſword. 
Britains attend: Be worth like this approv'd, 

And ſhow, you have the virtue to be moy'd. 

With honeſt ſcorn the firſt fam'd Cato view'd 

Rome learning arts from Greece, whom ſhe ſubdu'd; 

Our ſcene precariouſly ſubſiſts too long | 

On French tranſlation, and Italian ſong. 

Dare to have ſenſe your ſelves ; aſſert the ſtage, 

Be juſtly warm'd with your own native rage. 

Such Plays alone ſhould pleaſe a Briz/fþ ear, 

As Cato's ſelf had not difdain'd to hear. 
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EPILOGUE To FANE SHORE, 


Deſign'd for Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


P Rodigious this! the Frail one of our Play 
From her own ſex ſhould mercy find to day! 
You might have held the pretty head aſide, 

Peep'd in your fans, been ſerious, thus, and cry'd, 
The Play may paſs -—-but that ſtrange creature, Shore, 
I can't —-indeed now I ſo hate a whore — 


| Juſt as a blockhead rubs his thoughtleſs skull, 
And thanks his ſtars he was not born a fool; 
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So from a ſiſter ſinner you ſhall hear, 


How ſtrangely you expoſe your ſelf, my dear? 

But let me die,. all raillery apart, 

Our ſex are ſtill forgiving at their heart ; 

And did not wicked cuſtom ſo contrive, 

We'd be the beſt, good-natur'd things alive 
There are, *tis true, who tell another tale, 


That virtuous ladies envy while they rail; 


Such rage without betrays the fire within; 
In ſome cloſe corner of the ſoul, they fin : 


Still hoarding up, moſt ſcandalouſly nice, 
Amidſt their virtues, a reſerve of vice. 


The godly dame who fleſhly failings damns, 

Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams, 

Wou'd you enjoy ſoft nights and ſolid dinners? 

Faith, gallants, board with ſaints, and bed with ſinners, 
Well, if our author in the Wife offends, 

He has a Husband that will make amends. 

He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 

And ſure ſuch kind good creatures may be living. 

In days of old they pardon'd breach of vows, 

Stern Cat's ſelf was no relentleſs ſpouſe: 

PIA Plutarch, what's his name that writes his life? 

Tells us, that Cato dearly lov'd his wife: 

Vet if a friend a night, or ſo, ſhould need her, 


Hie'd recommend her, as a ſpecial breeder. 


To lend a wife, few here would ſcruple make, 
But pray which of you all would take her back? 
Tho? with the Stoick chief our ſtage may ring, 
The Stoick husband was the glorious thing. 

The man had courage, was a ſage, tis true, 

And lov'd his country — but what's that to you? 
Thoſe ſtrange examples ne'er were made to fit ye, 
But the kind cuckold might inſtru the City: 


There, 
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There, many an honeſt man may copy Cato, 

Who ne er ſaw naked Sword, or look'd in Plato. 
Ik, after all, you think it a diſgrace, | 
That Edward's Miſs thus perks it in your face, 
To ſee a piece of failing fleſh and blood, 
In all the reſt ſo impudently good ; 
Faith, let the modeſt matrons of the town, 
Come here in crowds, and ſtare the ſtrumpet down. 
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Occafion'd by ſome Ver ſes of his Grace 
the Date of BUCKING HAM. 


M USE, *tis enough: at length thy labour ends, 
And thou ſhalt live; for Bazckingham commends, 

Let crowds of criticks now my verſe aſſail, 

Let D write, and nameleſs numbers rail: 

This more than pays whole years of thankleſs pain; 

Time, health, and fortune, are not loſt in vain. 

Sheffield approves, conſenting Phœbus bends, 

And I and Malice from this hour are friends, 
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| The ARGUMENT. 


A Belard and Eloiſa flouriſb'd in the twelfth 
Century; they were two of the moſt diſtin- 
guiſb d perſons of their age in learning and beauty, 
but for nothing more famous than for their unfor- 
_ tunate paſſion. After a long courſe of Calamities, 
| they retired each to a ſeveral Convent, and conſe- 
crated the remainder of their days to religion. | 
was many years after this ſeparation, that a letter 
of Abelard's ts 4 Friend, which contain'd the hi- 
fiory of his misfortunes, fell into the hands of E- 
loiſa. This awakening all her tenderneſs, .occafi- 
* owd-thoſe celebrated letters (out of which the fol- w. 
lowing is partly extrafted) which give ſo lively a Wu 
picture of the ſtruggles of grace and nature, virtue et, 
and paſſion. And 
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; 2 to Abelard 


TH N A deep FAIR 41 awful cells, 


a Where 1 — nly- penſive e 
4 dwells, . 

4 And ever-myſing melancholy reigns; - 

: What means this tumult in 2 * eſtabs 
A Veins. | 7 
11 Wy rove my ON! beyond this laſt retreat? 

6 $419, 


Why feels my heart its long forgotten heat? he 
Yet, yet I love! ——Fom Abel rd i it came, 
and Eloiſa yet muſt, kifs the name. 

Dear fatal name! Teſt ever coat; BY 
Nor paſs theſe lips in, holy filence ſeal 

Hide it, my, heart, within chat cloſe Wh Tre 
Where, mix 'd with. God's, his loy'd Idea lies, 

b write it not, my n name 188 
Already wr itten — — waſh it Out, my tears! | 
in vain loſt Elaiſa weeps and: prays, 


Her _ Rill dates, a TR hand obeys... Ms I 
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--- Relentiefs walls! whoſe darkſom round contains 
Repentant ſighs, and voluntary pains : 


Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 
Ve grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thotn! 


1 Shrines! where their vigils pale ey d virgins keep, 


| And pitying ſaints, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep! 
Tho? cold like you; unmov?d, and filent 


at grown, 


I have not yet forgot my ſelf to ſtone, 


Heav'n claims me all in vain, While he Has part, ö 


Still rebel nature holds out half my heart; 

Nor pray'rs, nor faſts, its ſtubborn pulſe reſtrain, 

Nor tears, for ages, taught to flow in vain. - 
Soon Letters trembling I uncloſe, 


E hat welkknöwn name awakens all my Wet | 


Oh name for ever ſad ! for ever dear! 

Still breath'd in ſighs, ſtill uſher'd with a . 
tremble too where-c'er my own J find. 

Some dire misfortune ſollows cloſe behind. | 
Line after line my guſhing eyes o'erflow,' 
Led thro! a Jad variety of woe: 


No warm in love, now with'ring i in thy bloom; 


Loſt in a Convent's ſolitary gloom! 
There ſtern religion quench'd ti unwilling flame, 


 Theredy'd the belt of paſſions, Love and Fame. 


Yet write, on write me all, that I may Join 


Griefs to thy griefs, and eccho fighs to thine. | 


Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away. 
And is my Abelard leſs kitid than they? 
Tears ſtill ate mine, and thoſe I need not das, 


Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in pray 'r; 


No happier task theſe faded eyes purſue, 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 
Then ſhare thy pain. allow that ſad relief; - 


Bk more than ſhare it! give meal ty grit 
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Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſom e wretch's aid, 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid; ....,. 
They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what love inſpires; 
Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its fire 
The virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 
Excuſe the bluſh, and pour out all the heart; 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to ſoul, 
And waft a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. 

Thou know'ſt how guiltleſs firſt I met thy flame, | 
When love approach'd me under friendſhip's . 
My fancy forin'd thee of angelic kind, 
Some emanation of th' all-beauteous mind: 
Thoſe ſmiling eyes; attemp'ring ev'ry ray, 
dhone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial day: 
Guiltleſs I gaz'd ; heav'n liſten'd while you ſung ; 
And truths * divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like thoſe what precept fail'd to move? 
Too ſoon they taught me twas no ſin to love: 
Back thro? the paths of pleaſing ſenſe I ran, 
Nor wiſh'd an Angel whom I lov'd a Man. 
Dim and remote the joys of ſaints I fee,, : 
Nor envy them; that heav'n I loſe for thee: © 

How oft', when preſs'd to marriage, have I ſaid; - 
Curſe on all laws but thoſe which love: has made? 
Love, free as air, at fight of human ties, 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 
Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 
Auguſt her deed, and ſacred be her fame; 
before true paſſion all thoſe views remove, 
kame, wealth, and honour! what are you to Love? 
The jealous God. when we prophane r | 
Thoſe reſtlefs paſſions in W inſpires; 
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And bids them make miſtaken mortals groan, 
Who ſeek in love for ought but love alone. 
Should at my feet the world's great maſter fall, 
Himſelf, his throne, his world, I'd ſcorn 'em all: 
Not Cæſar's empreſs wou'd I deign to prove; 
No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love; ; 
If there be yet another name more free, 
More fond than Miſtreſs, make me that to thee! 
Oh happy ſtate! when ſouls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature, law: 
All then is full, poſſeſſing, and poſleſt, 
No craving Void left aking in the breaſt : 
Ev'n thought meets thought e're from the lips it part, 
And each warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the heart. 
- This ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on earth there be) 
And once the lot of Abelard and me. 
Alas how chang'd! what ſudden horrors riſe? | 
A naked Lover bound and bleeding lies ! 
Where, where was Eloiſe? her voice, her hand, 
Her ponyard, had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian ſtay ! that bloody hand reſtrain ; 


The crime was. common, common be the pain. Here 
I can no more; by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſt, But 
Let tears, and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. And 
Canſt thou forget that ſad, that ſolemn day, In th 

> When victims at yon!” altar's foot we lay? Theſ 
Canſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, Whe 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell? And i 
As with cold lips I kiſs'd the ſacred veil, © Thy i 
The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale: And 

' Heav'n ſcarce believ d the conqueſt it ſurvey'd, But n 
And Saints with wonder heard the vows I made. 'Tis a 
Yet then, to thoſe dread altars as I drew, — 


| 200 ten the Croſs my * but you; Net 
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Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call, ö 
And if I loſe thy love, I loſe my all. 
Come! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe; 
- Thoſe ſtill, at leaſt, are left thee ro beſtow. 
Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, 
Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, 
Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſt; 
Give all thou canſt———and let me dream the reſt. , 
Ah no! inſtruct me other joys to prize, 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 
Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, 
And make my ſoul quit Abelard for God. 
Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſerve thy care, 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray'r, 
From the falſe world in early youth they fled, 
By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſerts led. 
You rais'd theſe * hallow'd walls; the deſert ſmil'd, 
And Paradiſe was open'd in the Wild. FI 
No weeping Orphan ſaw his Father's ſtores 
Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors ; 
No filver ſaints, by dying miſers giv'n, 
Here brib'd the rage of ill-requited Heav'n: 
But ſach plain roofs as piety could raiſe, 
And only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. 
In theſe lone walls (their days eternal bound) _ 
Theſe moſs-grown domes with ſpiry turrets crown'd, - 
Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 
And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light; 
Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, 
And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. / 
But now no face divine contentment wears, 
'Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 
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See how the force of others pray'rs I try, 

(Oh pious fraud of am'rous charity ) | 
But why ſhould I on others pray'rs depend? 
Come thou, my father, brother, husband, friend! 
Ah let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter move, 
And, all thoſe tender names in one, thy love! 
The darkſom pines that o'er yonꝰ rocks reclin'd 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind; 


The wand'ring ſtreams that ſhine between the hills, 


The grots that eccho to the tinkling rills ; 

he dying gales that pant upon the'trees, 
The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 
No more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid, 
Or lull to reſt the viſionary maid : 
But o'er the twilight groves, and dusky caves, 
Long · ſounding iſles, and intermingled graves, 
Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 
A death-like filence, and a dread repoſe : 
Her gloomy preſence ſaddens all the ſcene, 
Shades ev'ry flow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 
And — a browner horror on the woods. 
Yet here for ever, ever mult I ſtay; 


Sad proof how well a loyer can obey ! 0 


Death, only death, can break the laſting chain; 
And here ev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt remain, 
Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, 
And wait, till *tis no fin to mix with thine. 

Ah wretch ! believ'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 
Confeſs'd within the ſlave of love and man. 
Aſſiſt me, Heav'n! but whence aroſe that pray'r? 
Sprung i it from piety, or from deſpair? | 
Ev'n here, where frozen chaſtity retires, 
Love finds an altar for forbidden fires, 
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] ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 
[ mourn the lover, not lament the fault; 
| view my crime, but kindle at the view, © ' 
Repent old pleaſures, and ſollicit ne: ĩ 
Now turn'd to heav'n, I weep my paſt one, 
Now think of thee, and curſe my innocence. 
Of all affliction taught a lover yer, 
'Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to forget! 
How hall I loſe the fin, yet keep the ſenſe, - 
And love th' offender, yet deteſt th? offence? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 
Or how diſtinguiſh penitence from love? 75 
Unequal task! a paſſion to reſign, "2 
For hearts ſo touch'd, ſo pierc'd, ſo loſt as mine! 
E're ſuch a ſoul regains its peaceful ſtate, 
How often muſt it love, how often hate 
How often, hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, 
Conceal, diſdain — do all things but forget ! 
But ler heav'n ſeize it, all at once *tis fir'd, 
Not touch'd, but rapt; not waken'd, but inſpir'd! 
Oh come! oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, my ſelf ——and you. 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for He 
Alone can rival, can ſucceed ta thee. 
How happy is the blameleſs V eſtal's lot? 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot. 
Eternal ſun- ſnine of the ſpotleſs mind! _ 
Each pray 'r accepted, and each wiſh reſign'd ; 
Labour and reſt, that equal periods keep; 
* Obedient gumders that can wake and weep; 
Deſires compos'd, affections ever even, 
Tears that delight, and ſighs that waft to heav'n. 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 
And whiſp'ring Angels prompt her golden dreams. X 
| a | Of 
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For her the ſpouſe prepares the bridal tin, 


For her white virgins Hymeneals: fing; 
For her th' unfading roſe of Eder blooms, 
And wings of Seraphs ſbed.divine perfumes; 
To ſounds of heay?aly harps, ſhe dies away, 
And melts in viſions of eternal day. | 

Far other dreams my, erring ſoul employ, 

Far other raptures of unholy joy: 

When at the-gloſe of each ſad, ſorrowing day, 

Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away, 

Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature free, 

All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſprings to thee, 

O curſt, dear horrors of'all-conſcious night! 

How glowing, guilt exalts the keen delight! 

Provoking Dæmons all reſtraint remove, 

And ſtir within me ev'ry ſource of love. 

I hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 

| And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 

I I wake, no more I hear, no more I view, 

The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 
I call aloud; it hears not what I ſay; 
I ſtretch my empty arms; it glides away: 

To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes; 
Ye ſoft illuſions, dear deceits, ariſe! | 
Alas no more! methinks we wandring go 
Thro dreary waſtes, and weep each other's woe; 
Where round ſome mould'ring tow'r pale ivy creeps, 
And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount! you becken from the skies. 
Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe. 

I fhriek, ſtart up, the ſame ſad proſpect find, 

And wake to all the griets I left behind. 
For thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 


A cool ſuſpenſe from pleaſure and from pain; Th 
j : | 10 
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Thy life a long, dead calm of fix'd repoſe; | 

No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glows. 

Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to blow, 

Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flow ; 

Soft as the ſlumbers of a faint forgiv'n, 

And mild as opening gleams of promis'd heav'n. 
Come Abelard! for what haſt thou to dread? 

The torch of Venus burns not for the dead; 

Cut from the root my periſh'd joys I ſee, 

And love's warm tyde for ever ſtopt in thee. 

Nature ſtands check'd ; Religion diſapproves ; 

Ev'n thou art cold — yet Eloiſa loves. 

Ah hopeleſ, laſting flames! like thoſe that burn 

To light the dead, and warm th' unfruitful urn. 
What ſcenes appear where- e' er I turn my view, 

The dear Ideas, where I fly, purſue, 

Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 

Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes! 

[ waſte the Matin lamp in ſighs for thee, 

Thy image ſteals between my God and me; 

Thy voice I ſeem in every hymn to hear, 

With ev'ry bead | drop too ſoit a tear. 

When from the Cenſer clouds of fragrance roll, 

And ſwelling organs lift the riting ſoul ; 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 

Prieſts, Tapers, Temples, ſwim before my light: 

In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoal is drown'd, 

While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 
While proſtrate here in humble grief I lie, “ 

Kind, virtuous drops juſt gath'ring in my eye, 

While praying, trembling, in the duſt I roll, 

And dawning grace is opening on my ſoul : 

Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! 

Oppoſe thy ſelf to heav'u; diſpute my heart ; 

e Come, 
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Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes, 
Blot out each bright Idea of the skies. 
Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe tears, 
Take back my fruitleſs penitence and pray rs, 
Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abode, 
Aſſiſt the Fiends and tear me from my God 
No, fly me, fly me! far as Pale from Pole ; 
Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll! 
Ah come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee. 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory reſign, 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I view!) 
Long loy'd, ador'd ideas! all adieu! 
O grace ſerene! oh virtue heav'nly fair 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care! 
Freſh blooming hope, gay davghter of the sky 
And faith, our early immortality! 
Enter each mild, each amicable gueſt; 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal reſt! 
See in her Cell ſad Eloiſa ſpread, 
Propt in ſome tomb, a neighbour of the dead! 
In each low wind methinks a Spirit calls, 
And more than Echaes talk along the walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
From yonder ſhrine J heard a hollow ſound. 
Come, ſiſter come! (it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay). 
Thy place is here, ſad fiſter come away! 
Once like thy ſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
Love's victim then, tho? now a ſainted maid: 
But all is calm in this eternal ſleep; 
Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, | 
Ev'n ſuperſtition loſes ev'ry fear: 


For God, not man, abſolves our frailties here. 
J come 
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I come, ye ghoſts! prepare your roſeate bow'rs, 
Celeſtial palms, and ever blooming flowers. 
Thither, where ſinners may have reſt, I go, 
Where flames refin'd in breaſts ſeraphic glow. 
Thou, Abelard! the laſt ſad office pay, 
And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day: 
See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laſt breath, and catch the flying ſoul! 
An no in ſacred veſtments may'lt thou ſtand, 
The hallow?d taper trembling in thy hand, 
Preſent the Croſs before my lifted eye, 
Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 
Ah then, thy once-lov'd Eliſa ſee! 
It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 
See from my cheek the tranſient roſes fly! 
See the laſt ſparkle languiſh in my eye! 
Till ey? ry motion, pulſe, and breath, be o er; 
And ev'n my Abelard belov'd no more. 
O ceath all. eloquent! you only prove 
What duſt we doat on, when *tis man we love. 
Then too, when fate ſhall thy fair frame deſtroy, | 
(That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy) | 
[n trance extatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 
Bright clouds deſcend, and Angels watch thee round, 
From opening skies may ſtreaming glories ſhine, 
And Saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 
May * one kind grave unite each hapleſs name, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame. 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; 


—_— 
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* Abelard and Eloiſa were interr'd in tr or grave, 
rin monuments adjoining, in the Monaſtery of the Pa- 
taclete: He died in the year 1142. ſhe in 1 163. if 
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If ever chance two wandring lovers brings ; 
To Paraclete's white walls, and filver ſprings, 
O'er the pale marble ſhall they join their heads, 
And drink the falling tears each other ſheds, 
Then ſadly fay, with mutual pity mov'd, - 

Oh may we never love as theſe have loy'd! 
From the full quire when loud Haſanna's riſe, 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful ſacrifice, 
Amid that ſcene, if ſome relenting eye 

Glance on the ſtone where our cold reliques lie, 


Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a thought from heav'n, 


One human tear ſhall drop, and be forgiv'n. 
And ſure if fate ſome future Bard ſhall join 
In fad ſimilitude of griefs to mine, | 
Condemn'd whole years in abſence to deplore, 


And image charms he muſt behold no more, 
Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well; 
Let him our ſad, our tender ſtory tell; 

The well-ſung woes ſhall ſooth my penſive ghoſt; 
He beſt can paint *em, who ſhall feel em moſt. 


A 


ENTITULED, 


d U C.CESSIO. 


(> Theſe following Po E 3 by the AUTHOR, 
are udt in the Folio dition. 


BE gone; ye critics, and reſtrain your ſpite; 

| Codrus writes on, and will for.eyer write; 

The heavieſt muſe the ſwiſteſt courſe has gone, 

As clocks run faſteſt when molt lead is on. 

What tho? no bees argund your cradle flew, 

Nor on your lips diſtill'd their golden dew, 

Vet have we oft diſcover'd in their ſtead 

A ſwarm of drones that buzz'd about your head. 

When you, like Orpheus, ſtrike the warbling lyre, 

Attentive blocks ſtand round you, and admire. 

Wit, paſs'd thro thee, no longer is the ſame, 

As meat digeſted, takes a dift'rent name; A 
ut 
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Bur ſenſe muſt ſure thy ſafeſt plunder be, 

Since no reprizals can be made on thee.. 

Thus thou may'ſt riſe, and in thy daring flight | 
(Tho?-ne'er ſo weighty) reach a wond'rons height; 

So, forc'd from engines, lead it ſelf can fly, 

And pondrous flugs move nimbly tliro* the sky, 

Sute Bavius copy'd Mevins to the full, 

And Cherilus taught Codrns to be dull; 
Therefore, dear friend, at my advice give o'er 

This needleſs labour, and contend no more; 

To prove a dull Succeſſion to be true, 

Since: tis enough we find it ſo in you. 
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To the Memory of Nicholas Rowe, E/q; bis 
Wife ereBed this Monument. 


HY abe Rowe, to thi fair ſhrine we truſt, 
And ſacred, place by Dryden's awful duſt: 
Beneath a rude and nameleſs ſtone he lies, 

To which thy tomb ſhall guide inquiring eyes. 

Peace to thy gentle ſhade, and endleſs reſt! 

Bleſt in thy genius, in thy love too bleſt! 

One grateful woman to thy fame ſupply'd, 

What a whole thankleſs land to his deny'd. | 


VERSES 
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Occaſion d by 
Mr AvppsoN's Treatiſe of Medal 


0 E E the wild waſte of all-devouring years! 

How Rome her own ſad ſepulchre appears: 
With nodding arches, broken temples ſpread ! 

The very tombs now vaniſh'd like their dead! 

Some felt the ſilent ſtroke of ae val ; 

Some, hoſtile fury ; ſome, religious ra | 

Barbarian blindneſs, chriſtian zeal con! pire, 

And papal piety, and Gothic fire. 

Perhaps by its own ruin ſav'd from flame, 

Some bury'd marble half preſerves a name; 

That name, the learn'd with fierce diſputes purſue, 

And give to Titus, old Ve «paſs an's due. 

Ambition ſigh'd. She found it vain to truſt 

The faithleſs column, and the crumbling buſt; 

Huge moles, whoſe ſhadow ſtretch from ſhore to ſhore, 

"Their ruins periſh'd, and their place no more! 

Convinc'd, ſhe now contracts her vaſt deſign; , 

And all her triumphs ſhrink into a coin. 
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A narrow orb each crowged conqueſt keeps; : 
Beneath her palm here ſad Judæa weeps; * 
Now ſcantier limits the proud arch/confine, | 
And ſcarce are ſeen the proſtrate Nile and Rhine : | 
A ſmall Exphrates thro? the piece i is rotl'd ; 
And little Eagles wave their wings in gold. 
The medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 
Thro' climes and ages bears each form and name: 
ln one ſhort view, ſubjected to our eye, 
Gods, emp'rors, heroes, fages, beauties lie, 
With ſharpen'd ſight pale antiquaries pore, 
Th' inſcription value; but the ruſt adore: 
This, the blue varniſh, that, the green endears, 
The ſacred ruſt of twice ten hundred years. 
To gain Perceunius one employs his ichemes; ; 
One graſps a Cecrops in ecſtatic dreams: 
Poor Vadius, long with learned ſpleen devour'd, 
Can taſte no plealure fince his ſhield was ſcour'd; 
And Curio, reſtleſs by the fair one's fide, 
Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 

Thei® is the vanity, the learning thine, 
Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories ſhine: 
Her gods, and godlike heroes riſe to view, 
And all her faded garlands bloom anew. 
Nor bluſh, theſe ſtudies thy regard engage; 
Theſe pleas'd the fathers of poetick rage; 
The verſe and ſculpture bore an equal part, 
And art reflected images to art. 

Oh when ſhall Britain, conſcious of her claim, 
Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame? 
la living medals ſee her wars enroll'd, 
And vanquiſh'd realms ſupply recording gold? 
Here, riſing bold, the patriot's honelt face; 
There warriors frowning 1.4 (toric braſs. 


Then 
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Then future ages with delight ſhall ſee, 


How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree: 
Or in fair ſeries laurell'd bards be ſhown, 


-. Virgil there, and here an Addiſon. 


Then ſhall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 
On the eaſt ore, another Pollio, ſhine ; . 
With aſpe& open ſhall erect his head, 
And round the orb in laſting notes be read. . 
© Stateſman, yet friend to truth, in ſoul ſincere, 
ci In action faithful, and in honour clear; 
& Who broke no promiſe, ſerv'd no private end, 
_ « Who gain'd no title, and who loſt no friend; 
“ Ennobled by himſelf, by all approv'd, 
Aud prais'd, unenvy'd, by the muſe he loy'd. 


? 
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Dr. PARNEL D's Pozus. 


. 


To the Right Honourable Robert, Earl 
of Oxford, and Ear! Mortimer. 

90 CH were the notes, thy once-lov'd Poet ſung, 
Till death untimely ſtop'd his tuneful tongue. 

Oh juſt beheld; and loſt! admir'd, and mourn'd 

With ſofteſt manners, gentleſt arts, adorn'd! 

Bleſt in each ſcience, bleſt in ev*ry ſtrain! 

Dear to the Muſe, to Harley dear in vain! 

For him thou oft? haſt bid the world attend, 234 

Fond to forget the ſtateſman in the friend; 

For Swift and him, deſpis d the farce of ſtate, 

The ſober follies of the wiſe and great; Y 

Dext'rous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 

And pleas'd to ſcape from flattery to wit. 

Abſent or dead, ſtill let a friend be dear, 

(A ſigh the abſent claims, hg dead a tear) 


Recall 


Recall thoſe nights that clos'd thy toilſom days, 
Still hear thy Parnell in his living lays: 
Who careleſs, now, of int reſt, fame, or fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford cer was great; 
Or deeming meaneſt what we greateſt call, 
Beholds thee glorious only in thy fall. 
And ſure if — below the ſeats divine 

Can touch immortals, tis a ſoul like thine : 
A ſoul ſupreme in each hard inſtance try'd, 
Above all pain, all anger, and all pride, 
The rage of pow'r, the blaſt of publick breath, 
The luſt of lucre, and the dread of death. | 

In vain to deſarts thy retreat is made; 

The muſe attends thee to the ſilent ſhade: 
Tis hers, the brave man's lateſt ſteps to trace, 
Rejudge his acts, and dignity diſgrace. 
When int'reſt calls off all her ſneaking train, 

When all th' oblig'd deſert, and all the vain ; 
She waits, or to the ſcaffold, or the cell, 
Whea the laſt ling'ring friend has bid farewel. 
Ev'n now, fhe ſhades thy ev'ning walk with bays 
(No hireling ſhe, no proſtitute to praiſe) 
Ev'n now obſervant of the parting ray, 
Eyes the calm -ſun-ſet of thy various day, 
Throꝰ fortune's cloud one truly great can ſee, 
Nor fears to tell, that Mortimer is he, 


Sept. 25. © 
1721. 
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ON 


1 RCOURT, Son 


TO THE 


Lord H. arcourt. 


O this ſad ſhrine, who e'er thou art, draw hear, 
If ever Friend, if ever Son was dear; 

Here lyes the youth, who ne'er his friend deny'd, 

Nor gave his father grief, but when he dy'd. 

How vain is reaſon, eloquence how weak ! 

When Pope muſt tell what Harcourt cannot ſpeak! 
Let then thy once lov'd friend inſcribe thy ſtone, 

And with a father's ſorrow mix his OWN. 


* 
1 55 
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Coqper s-Hill. 


URE there are Poets which did never dream 
Upon Parnaſſut, nor did taſte the Stream 

Of Helicon; we therefore may ſuppoſe 
Thoſe made not Poets, but the Poet thoſG. 
And as Courts make not Kings, but Kings the Court, 
So where the Muſes, and their Train reſort, : 
Parnaſſus ſtands; if I can be to thee 
A Poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. 
Nor wonder, if (advantag d in my flight, 
By taking Wing from thy auſpicious height) 
Thro' untrac'd ways, and cry paths I fly, 
More boundleſs in my Fancy, than my eye: 
My eye, which ſwift as thought contracts the ſpace 
That lyes between, and firſt ſalutes the place 
Crown'd with that facred Pile, ſo vaſt, ſo high, 
That whether it's a part of Earth, or Sky, 
Uncertain ſeems, and may be thought a "a 


W * or deſcending Cloud: 


auÞs 
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Paul's the late Theme of ſuch a Muſe whoſe flight * 
Has bravely reach'd, and ſoar'd above thy height; 
Now ſhalt thou ſtand, tho* Sword, or Time, or Fire, 
Or Zeal, more fierce "than they, thy fall 3 INE 
Secure, whillt thee the beſt of Poets Ange, 
Preſerv'd from ruin by the beſt of "a 

Under his proud ſurvey the City lies 

And like a miſt beneath a Hill doth riſe; 

Whoſe ſtate; and wealth, the bus'neſs, and * "FI 
Seems at this diſtance but a darker Cloud: 

And is to him, who rightly things eſteems, 

No other, in effed, than what it ſeems; . 
Where with like hafte, tho? ſev*ral ways they run, 
Some to undo, and fome to be undone; 

While Luxury, and Wealth, like War, and Peace, 
Arte each the others ruin, and increaſe, 

As Rivers Loſt in Seas ſome ſecret Vein 

T hence re-conveys, there to be loſt again. 

O happineſs of ſweet retir d content, 

To be at once ſecure, and innocent! 

Winaſor the next (where Mars, with Venus dwells, 
Beauty with Strength) above the Valley ſwells 
Into my eye, and doth it ſelf preſent 

With ſuch an eaſie, and unforc'd aſcent, 

That no ſtupendous precipice denies 

Acceſs, no horror turns away our eyes: 

But ſuch a Riſe as doth at once invite 

A pleaſure, and a rev'rence from the ſight; 


Thy mighty Maſter's Emblem, in whoſe face 


Sate Meekneſs, heightned with Majeſtic Grace; 
Such ſeems the gentle Height, made only proud 
To be the Baſis of that pompous load, | 
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But Atlas only, that ſupports the Spheres. 


Twas guided by a wiſer pow'r than Chance; 85 
Mark' d out for ſuch a uſe, as if twere meant 
J invite the Builder, and his chioce prevent. 


Folly, or blindneſs, only could refuſe. 


Do homage to her, yet ſhe cannot boaſt 
Amongſt that num'rous, and Celeſtial Hoſt, 


Immortal Book record more noble Names. 

Not to look back ſo far, to whom this iſle 

Owes the firſt Glory of ſo brave a Pile, 

Whether to Ceſar, Albanad, or Brute, 

The Britiſh, Arthur, or the Daniſh Kanute, 

(Tho? this of old no leſs conteſt did move, 

Than when for Homer's Birth ſev'n Cities ſtrove) 
Like him in Birth, thou ſhould'ſt be like in Fame, 
(As thine his Fate, if mine had been his Flame) 
But whoſoeꝰ er it was, Nature deſign d 

Firſt a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 

Not to recount thoſe ſev*ral Kings, to whom 

lt gave a Cradle, or to whom a Tomb, 

But thee (great * Edward) and thy greater Son, 
(The Lillies, which his-Father wore, he, won) 
And thy f Bellona, who the Conſort came 

Net It to 211 Bed. but to 1 Fe. | 
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Than which, a nobler weight no Mountain bears, 


When Nature's hand this ground did thus advance, 


Nor can we call it choice, when what we Sins E 


A Crown of fach Majeſtic Tow'rs doth grace Ty 
The God's great Mother, when her heav'nly race | 


N 


* 


Philippa. | 


N tze Third, and the Black Prince + Quin 
| ® She 


More Heroes than can M indſor, nor doth Fame's By, 


3 


She to thy Triumph led one Captive King, 
And brought that Son, which did the ſecond bring ; 


To know, as well as pow'r to a& her will, 


| Who ſhould poſſeſs all that thy mighty pow'r, 


That Blood, which thou, and thy Great Grandfire ſhe, 
And all that ſince theſe Siſter Nations bled, 


But to foretel, and propheſie of him, 


| Which Nature for their Bound at firſt defign'd; 
That Bound, which to the World's extreameſt ends, 


Each was a Noble Cauſe, and nothing leſs 
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Then didſt thou found that order (whether Love, 
Or Victory thy Royal thoughts did move) 


Than the deſign, has been the great ſucceſs: 
Which Foreign Kings, and Emperors eſteem 
The ſecond honour to their Diadem. © 
Had thy great Deſtiny but giv'n the skill, 


That from thoſe Kings, who then thy Captives were, 
In after-time ſhould ſpring a Royal Pair, 


Or thy deſires, more mighty, did devour ; 
To whom their better Fate reſerves what- e er 
The Victor hopes for, or the Vanquiſh'd fear; 


Had been unſpilt, had happy Edward known 
That all the Blood he ſpilt, had been his own. 
When he that Patron choſe, in whom are joyn'd 
Soldier, and Martyr, and his Arms confin'd . 
Within the azure Circle, he did ſeem 


Who to his Realms that Azure round hath joyn'd, 


Endleſs it ſelf, its liquid arms extends; 

Nor doth he need thoſe Emblems which we paint, 
But is himſelf the Soldier, and the Saint. 
Here ſhould my wonder dwell, and here my praiſe, 
But my fixt thoughts my wandring eye betrays, 


The Kings of France and Scotland. 


Vie. 
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Viewing a Neighb'ring Hill, whoſe top of late Eh 
A Chappel crown'd, till in the common Fate, 

Th' adjoyning Abbey fell; (may no ſuch ſtorm 
Fall on our times, where ruin muſt reform.) 

Tell me (my Muſe} what monſtrous, dire offence, 
What crime could any Chriſtian King incenſe 

To ſuch a rage? Wagt Luxury, or Luſt? 

Was he ſo temperate, ſo chaſte, ſo juſt? —_ 
Were theſe their crimes ?they were his own much more; 
But Wealth is crime enough to him that's poor, | 
Who having ſpent the Treaſures of his Crown, 
Condemns their Luxury to feed his own. 

And yet this Act, to varniſh o'er the ſhame 


OfSacrilege, muſt bear Devotion's Name. 
No crime ſo bold, but would be underſtood 


A real, or at leaſt a ſeemin good, 

Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the Name, 

And, free from Conſcience, is a Slave to Fame. 
Thus he the Church at once proteQs, and ſpoils : 
But Princes Swords are ſharper than their ſtiles. 
And thus to th* Ages paſt he makes amends, 

Their Charity deſtroys, their Faith defends. 

Then did Religion in a lazy Cell, 

In empty, aery Contemplations dwell; 

And like the block, unmoved lay: but ours, 

As much too aQive, like the Stork devours. 

| there no temp'rate Region can be known, 
betwixt their Frigid, and our Torrid Zone? 
Could we not wake from that Lethargick Dream, 
but to bereſtleſs in a worſe Extream? 

And for that Lethargy was there no Cure, 

but to be caſt into a Calenture ? | 

Can knowledge have no bound, but muſt 

% far, to make us wiſh for ignorance? 


x 
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And rather in the dark to grope our way, | 
Than, led by a falſe Guide, to err by day? 
Who ſees theſe diſmal Heaps, but wquld demand, 
What barbarous Invader ſack d the Land? . _ 
But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 
This deſolation, but a Chriſtian King; BG 
When nothing, hut the Name of Zeal, appears 
*T wixt our beſt actions, and the worſt of theirs, 
What does he think our Sacriledge would ſpare, 
When ſuch th' effects of our Devotion are? 
Parting from thence twixt anger, ſhame, and fear, 
| Thoſe for what's paſt, and this for what's too near; 
My eye deſcending from the Hill, ſurveys 
Where Thames. amongſt the wanton Vallies ſtrays: 
_ * Thames, the moſt lov'd of all the Ocean's Sons, 
By his old Sire, to his embraces runs, 
Haſting to pay-his tribute to the Sea, 
Like mortal life to meet Eternity. 
Tho? with thoſe ſtreams he no reſemblance hold, 
Whoſe foam is Amber, and their Gravel Gold; 
His genuine, and leſs guilty wealth explore, 
Search not his bottom, but ſurvey his ſhore; 
| Ofer which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious: wing, 
And hatches plenty for th' enſuing Spring. 
| Nor then deſtroys it with too fond a ſtay, 
B Like Mothers, which their infants. over-lay : 
Nor with a ſudden, and impetuous wave, 
Like profuſe Kings, reſumes the wealth he gave; 
No unexpected inundations ſpoil — 
. The Mower's hopes, nor mock the plowman's toil: 
| But Godlike his unwearied bounty flows ; 
'S Firſt loves to do, then loves the Good he does: 
Nor are his Bleſſings to his banks confin d. 
But free, and common, as the Sea, or Wind; wk 
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When he to boaſt, or to diſperſe his ſtores, 
Full of the tributes of his grateful ſhores, 

Viſits the World, and in his flying tow'rs 

Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 

Finds wealth where 'tis, beſtows it where it wants, 
Cities in deſarts, Woods in Cities plants. | 

So that to us no thing, no place is ſtrange, 

While his fair boſom is the world's exchange. 

O could I flow like thee, and make thy ſtream 

My great example, as it is my theme! 

Tho' deep, yet clear, tho gentle, yet not dull, 

Strong without rage, without o'erflowing full! 

Heay'n her Eridanus no more ſhall boaſt, 

Whoſe Fame's in thine, like leſſer Currents, loſt; 
Thy Nobler ſtreams ſhall viſit Jove's abodes, | 
To ſhine amongſt the Stars, and bathe the Gods. 
* Here Nature, whether more intent to pleaſe 
Us, or her ſelf, with ſtrange varieties, 

(For things of wonder give no leſs delight 

To the wiſe Maker's, than Beholder's ſight : 
Tho' theſe delights from ſev'ral cauſes move; 
For ſo our Children, thus our Friends we love) 
Wiſely ſhe knew the harmony of things, þ 
is well as that of ſounds, from diſcord ſprings. 2. 
duch was the diſcord, which did firſt diſperſe | 
Form, Order, Beauty, thro' the Univerſe; þ 
While dryneſs moiſture, coldneſs heat reſiſts, 
All that we have, and that we are, ſubſiſts; 
While the ſteep, horrid roughneſs of the Wood 
drives with the gentle calmneſs of the flood. 

duch huge extreams when Nature doth unite, 
Wonder from thence reſults, from thence delight, 
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The ſtream is ſo tranſparent, pure, and clear, 


That had the ſelf - enamour d“ Youth gaz'd here, 


So fatally decefy'd he had not been, 

While he the bottom, not his face, had ſeen; 

But his proud head the atry Mountain hides 
Among the Clouds; his ſhoulders, and his ſides 

A ſhady Mantle clothes; his curled Brows 

Frown on the gentle Stream, which calmly flows, 
While Winds, and Storms his lofty Forehead beat, 


The common Fate of all that's High, or Great. 


Low at his Foot a ſpacious Plain is plac'd, 


Between the Mountain, and the Stream embrac'd; 


Which Shade and Shelter from the Hill derives, 
While the kind River Wealth, and Beauty gives! 
And in the mixture of all theſe appears 
Variety, which all the reſt indears. | 

This Scene, had ſome bold Greek, or Britiſh bard 
Beheld of old, what Stories had we heard, 

Of Fairies, Satyrs, and the Nymphs, their Dames, 
Their Feaſts, their revels, and their am'rous flames? 
Tis ſtill the fame, altho? their aery ſhape, 

All but a quick Poetick fight eſcape. 

There Faunus, and Sylvanus keep their Courts, 
And thither all the horned Hoſt reſorts, 


To graze the ranker Mead, that noble Herd 


On whoſe ſublime, and ſhady front is rear d 
Nature's great maſter- piece; to ſhew-how ſoon 
Great things are made, but ſooner are undone, 
Here have I ſeen the King, when great Affairs 
Gave leave to ſlacken, and unbend his cares, 
Attended to the Chaſe by all the flow'r 

Of Youth, whoſe ork a nobler prey devour: 
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Pleaſure with praiſe, and danger they would buy, 

And wiſh a Foe that would not only fly. 

The Stag now conſcious of his fatal Growth, 

At once indulgent to his Fear, and Sloth,  . 

To ſome dark Covert his retreat had made, 

Where nor Man's Eye, nor Heav'n's ſhould invade 

His ſoft repoſe ; when th* unexpected ſound | 

Of Dogs, and Men, his wakeful ear doth wound: 

Rouz'd with the noiſe, he ſcarce believes his ear: 

Willing to think th? illuſions of his fear 

Had giv'n this falſe Alarm, but ſtrait his view 

Confirms, that more than all he fears is true: 

Betray'd in all his Strength, the Wood beſet, 

All Inſtruments, all Arts of Ruin met, | 

He calls to mind his Strength, and then his Speed, 

His winged Heels, and then his armed Head ; 

With theſe t avoid, with that his Fate to meet: 

But fear prevails, and bids him truſt his Feet. 

So faſt he flies, that his reviewing eye 

Has loſt the Chaſers, and his ear the Cry: 

Erulting, till he finds, their Nobler Senſe; | 

Their diſproportion'd Speed does recompenſe. — 

Then curſes his conſpiring Feet, whoſe ſcent 

Betrays that ſafety, which their ſwiftneſs lent. 

Then tries his Friends; among the baſer herd, | 

Where he ſo lately was obey'd, and fear'd, \ 

His ſafety ſeeks: the Herd, unkindly wiſe, | 

Or chaſes him from thence, or from him flies: 

like a declining Stateſman, left forlorn 

To his Friends pity, and Purſuers ſcorn; 

With ſhame remembers, while himſelf was one 

Of the ſame Herd, himſelf the ſame had done. 

Thence to the Coverts, and the conſcious Groves, 

The Scenes of his paſt Triumphs, and his Loves; 
he X 2 | 
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Sadly ſurveying where he rang'd alone 

Prince of the Soil, and all the Herd his own ; 
And like a bold Knight-Errant did proclaim 
Combate to all, and bore away the Dame; 


And taught the Woods to echo to the Stream 
His dreadful Challenge, and his claſhing Beam ; 


Yet faintly now declines the fatal ſtrife; 

Se much his Love was dearer than his Life. 
Now ev'ry Leaf, and ev'ry moving Breath 
Preſents a Foe, and ev'ry Foe a Death. 
Weaty'd, forſaken, and purſu'd, at laſt 


All ſafety in deſpair of ſafety plac'd, 
Courage he thence reſumes, reſolv'd to bear 


All their Aſſaults, fince *tis in vain to fear. 
And now too late he wiſhes for the fight 

That ſtrength, he waſted in ignoble flight ; 
But when he ſees the eager Chaſe. renew'd, 
Himſelf by Dogs, the Dogs by Men purſu'd: 
He ſtrait revokes his bold reſolve, and more 
Repents his courage, than his fear before; 
Finds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are, 

And Doubt a greater miſchief than Deſpair. 


Then to the Stream, when neither Friends, nor Force, 


Nor ſpeed, nor Art avail, he ſhapes his courſe; 
Thinks not their rage ſo deſp'rate to aſſay 

An Element more mercileſs than they. 

But fearleſs they purſue, nor can the Flood 


Quench their dire Thirſt ; alas, they thirſt for Blood! 


So tow'rd a Ship the oarfin'd Gallies ply, 


Which wanting Sea to ride, or Wind to fly, 


Stands but to fall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 
Tempt the laſt fury of extream Deſpair, 

So fares the Stag among th'enraged Hounds, 
Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds. 
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And as an Hero, whom his baſer Foes 
In Troops ſurround, now theſe aſſails, now thoſe, 
Tho! Prodigal of Life, diſdains to dye 
By common hands ; but if he can deſcry 
Some nobler Foe's approach, to him he calls, 

And begs his Fate, and then contented falls. 

So when the King a mortal Shaft lets flye 

From his unerring hand, then glad to dye, 

Proud of the wound; to it refigns his Blood, 

And ſtains the Cryſtal with a purple Flood. 

This a more innocent and happy Chaſe, 

Than when of old but in the ſelf-ſame place, 

Fair Liberty purſu'd, and meant a Prey 

To lawleſs power, here turn'd, and ſtood at Bay. 
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, 

Which was, or ſhould have been at leaſt, the laſt. 
Here was that Charter ſeal'd, wherein the Crown f 
All marks of Arbitrary Power lays down: 

Tyrant, and Slave, thoſe Names, of hate and fear, 
The happier Style of King, and ſubject bear: 

Happy when both to the ſame Center move, 

When Kings give Liberty, and ſubjeQs Love. 
Therefore not long in force this Charter ſtood ; 
Wanting that Seal, it muſt be ſeal'd:i in Blood. 

The Subje&s arm'd, the more their Princes gave, 
Ti! advantage only "took the more'to crave. 2 
Till Kings by giving, give themſelves away, 

And ev'n that power that ſhould deny, betray. 7 
Who gives conſtrain'd, but his n fear reveals, e 
Not thank'd, but ſcorn'd ; nor are they gifts, but ſpoils. 
Thus Kings, by graſping more than they could hold, 

Fi liſt made their ſubje&ts by © oppreſſion bold: 


— Mead, where the Great Charter wes 1 feſt 
ſealed, 4 Magna Charta. Aud 
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And pop lar ſway, by forcing kings to give 
More than was fit for Subjects to receive, 
Ran to the ſame extreams; and one exceſs 
Made both, by ſtriving to be greater, leſs. 
When a calm River rais'd with ſudden rains, / 
Or ſnows diſſolv d, o'erflows th' adjoyning Plains; 
The Husbandmen with high-rais'd banks ſecure 
Their greedy hopes, and this he can endure, 

But if with Bays, and Dams, they ſtrive to force 

His Channel to a new, or narrow courſe; 

No longer then within his banks he dwells. 

Firſt to a Torrent, then a Deluge ſwells: 

Stronger, and fiercer ! by reftraint he roars, 

And knows no bound, but makes his pow'r his fhores 
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Fangar vice Cotis, acutum 

Reddere que ferrum valet exſors ipſa ſeca ndi. | 
For. de Art. Poet. 

Cape dona extrema tuorum. Virg. En. III. 
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ght Grecian numbers home; 


» Muſes more, 


plant tranſlated firſt, 


The ſeeds of arts, and infant ſcience bore, 
d its head in Grecian gardens nurſt. 


opt tranſlation here; for conquering Rome 


Nature firſt, and Nature's God their ſong. 
Grecian ſpoils, brou 
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Till barb'rous nations and more barb'rous times 
Debas d the majeſty of verſe to rhimes; 
Thoſe rude at firſt, a kind of hobbling proſe; 


That limp'd along, and tincl'd in the cloſe: 


But Italy reviving from the trance 

Of Vandal, Goth, and Monkiſh ignorance, 

With pauſes, cadence, and well-yowel'd words, 
And all the graces a good ear affords, 

Made rhyme an art, and Daute's poliſh'd page 
Reſtor'd a filver, not a golden age: 

Then Petrarch follow'd, and in him we ſee, 
What rhyme improv'd in all its height can be, 
At beſt a pleaſing ſound, and fair barbariry : 
The French purſu'd their fteps ; and Britain, laſt 
In manly ſweetneſs all the reſt ſurpaſs'd. 

The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome 

Appear exalted in the Brizsfp loome 

The Muſes empire is reſtor'd agen, 

In Charles his reign, and by Roſcommon's pen. 
Yet modeſtly he does his work ſurvey, 

And calls a finiſh'd Poem an Es$av; 

For all the needful rules are ſcatter'd here; 
Truth ſmoothly told, and pleaſantly ſevere; 5 s 
(So well his art diſguis s'd, for nature to appear) 
Nor need thoſe rules to give tranſlation light; 
His own example is a flame ſo bright; 

That he, who but arrives to copy well, 


Unguided will advance; unknowing will excell. 


Scarce his own Horace cou d ſuch rules ordain; 
Or his own F:rgil ſing a nobler ſtrain. 
How munch in him may riſing Ireland boaſt, 
How much in gaining him has Britain loſt! 

„ De, . 
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Their iſland in revenge has ours reclaim'd; | 
The more inſtructed we, the more we ſtill are ſhanr'd. 
'Tis well for us his gen'rous blood did flow + | 
Deriv'd from Britiſp channels long ago, 5 
That here his conquering anceſtors were nurſt; 
And Ireland but tranſlated Eugland firſt 
By this repriſal we regain our right, 

Elſe muſt the two contending nations fight, 

A nobler quarrel for his native earth, 

Than what divided Greece for Homer's birth. 

To what perfection will our tongue arrive, 

How will invention and tranſlation thrive | 
When Authors nobly born will bear their part, 
And not diſdain th? inglorious praiſe of Art! 
Great Generals thus deſcending from command, 
With their own toil provoke the Soldier's hand. 
How will ſweet O vid's Ghoſt be pleas'd to hear 
His fame augmented by an Enghfo Peer, * 

How he embelliſhes his Helen's loves, . 

Out- does his ſoftneſs, and his ſenſe improves? 
When theſe tranſlate, and teach Tranſlators too, 
Nor firſtling kid, nor any vulgar vow | 

' Shou'd at Apollo's grateful altar ſtand; _ | : 


Roſcommon writes, to that auſpicious hand, 

Muſe feed the bull that ſpurns the yellow ſand. 
K:ſcommon, whom both court and camps commend, 
True to his Prince, and faithful to his friend ; | 
Koſcommon firſt in fields of honour known, 

Firſt in the peaceful triumphs of the Gown; : 
Who both Minerva's juſtly makes his own. 

| 


OO 


* The Earl of Mulgrave. 
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Now let the few belov'd by Fove, and they, 
Whom infus'd Titan form'd of better clay, 

On equal terms of ancient wit ingage, 

Nor mighty Homer fear, nor ſacred Virgil's page: 
Our Exgliſh palace opens wide in ſtate; 


And without ſtooping they may. paſs the gate. ; 


_” Dryden. 
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By the Earl of Ros common. 


Appy the Author, whoſe correct Eſſay, 

i & Repairs ſo well our old Horatian way; 

And happy you, who by propitious Fate 

On great Apollo's Sacred Standard wait. 

And with ſtrict Diſcipline inſtructed right, | 

Have learnt to uſe your Arms before you fight. 

but ſince the Preſs, the Pulpit, and the Stage 

Conſpire to cenſure, and expoſe the Age; 

Provok'd too fat we reſolutely muſt 

To the few Virtues that we have be juſt. 

For who have long'd, or who have labour'd more 

To ſearch the Treaſures of the Roman Store, 
dig in Grecian Mines for purer Ore? 

- nobleſt Fruits tranſplanted in our Iſle, 
th early Hope, aud Fragrant Bloſſoms ſinile. 
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Familiar Ovid tender T honghts inſpires, 
And Nature ſeconds all his ſoft Deſires, 
Type ochitas. does now to us belongs «© 
And Albion's Rocks repeat his rural Song. 
Who hath not heard how [zaly was bleſt, 
Above the Meat, above the wealthy Eaſt? 
Or Gallus Song, ſo tender and ſo true, 
As ev'n Lycoris might with Pity view. 
When mourning Nymphs attend their Daphni: Herſe, 
Who doth not weep, that reads the moving Verſe. 
But hear, O hear, in what exalted Strains 


Sicilian Muſes thro' theſe bappy Plarns, 
Proclaim Saturnian Times, our own Apollo reigns? 
When France had breath'd after inteſtine Broils, 
And Peace and Conqueſt crown'd her Foreign Toils, | 
There (cultivated by a Royal Hand) 
Learning grew faſt, and ſpread, and bleſt the Land; 
The choiceſt Books that Rome and Greece have known, 
Her excellent Tranſlators made her own, | 
And Europe ſtill conſiderably gains, 
Both by their good Example and their Paint. 
From hence our gen'rous Emulation came, 
We unllertoolł, and we perform'd the ſame : 
But now we ſhew the World another way, 
And in Tranſlated Verſe do more than they. 
Serene and clear harmonious Horace flows, 
With Sweetneſt not to be expreſt in Proſe. 
Degrading Proſe explains his meaning ill, 
And ſhews the Staff but not the Workman's Stil. 
I who have ſerv'd him more than Twenty years, 
Scarce know my Maſter as he there appears, 
9 Vain are our Neigbbours hopes, and vain their Cares, 
ml | The fault is more the Largaage*s than theirs. 
"Tis coxrtly. florid, and abounds in Words, 
Ot ſofter ſound than ours perhaps affords; © But 
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But who did ever in French Author? ſee. | 
The comprehenſive Exgliſb Energy? 

The weighty Bullion of one Sterling Line, | 
Drawn in French Wire would thro' whole Pages ſhine; 
| ſpeak my private but impartial Senſe, © _ 

With Freedom, and I hope without Offence; 

For I'll recant, when Frauce can ſhew me Wit, 

As ſtrong as ours, and as ſuccinctly writ, 

Tis true Compoſing is the Nobler Part, 

But good Tranſlating is no eaſy Art : | 72 
For tho* Materials have long ſince been found, 
Yet both your Fancy and your Hands are bound; 
And by improving what was writ before, | 
Invention labours leſs, but Judgment more. 

The Soil intended for Pierian Seeds, © 
Muſt be well purg'd from rank Pedentick Weeds, 
Apollo ſtarts, and all Parnaſſus ſhakes, | 

At the rade rumbling Baralipton makes. 

For none have been with Admiration read, 

But who beſide their Learning were well bred; 

The firſt great work (a task perform'd by few) 

ls that your ſelf may to your ſelf be true; 

No Maſque, no Tricks, no Favour, no Reſerve; 
Diſſe& your Mind, examine ev'ry Nerve. 

Whoever vainly on his Strength depends, 

Begins like Virgil, but like Mevins ends. 

That Vretch (in ſpite of his forgotten Rhymes ) 
Condemn'd to live in all ſucceeding 8 oe OY 
With pompous Nonſenſe, and a bellowing Sound, 

bung lefty Ilium, tumbling to the Ground. 

Aud (if my Maſe can thro? paſt Ages ſee) 

That natſeous, noiſy, gaping Fool was he; 

Eiploded when with univerſal Scorn, © 

The Mountains labour'd, and a Moaſe was born. 
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Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny wreſtler crys 
Audacious Mortals, and be timely wiſe ! 
*Twas I that call, remember Milo's end, 
Wedg'd in that Timber, which he ſtrove to rend. 
Each Poet with a d:fferent Talent writes, 
One Praiſes, one Inſtructs, another bites. 
Horace did ne'er aſpire to Epick Bays, 
Nor lofty Maro ſtoop to Lyrick Lays. 
Examine how your Humour is inclin'd, 
And which the Kz/1mg Paſſion of your Mind; 
Then, ſeek a Poet who your way do's bend, 
And chuſe an Azzhor, as you chuſe a Friend. 
United by this Sympatbetick Bond, 
You grow Familiar, Intimate, and Fond; 
0 Your zhoxghzs, your Words, your Scyles, your Souls agree, 
4 No longer his Interpreter, but He. 
= With how much eaſe is a young Muſe betray'd, 
= How nice the Reputation of the Maid 
= Your early, kind, paternal care appears, 
By chaſte Iuſtruction of her Tender Nears. 
The firſt Impreſſion in her Infant Breaſt 
Will be the deepeſt, and ſhould be the beſt. 
Let no Auſterity breed ſervile Fear, 5 
No van ton Sound offend her Virgin-Ear. 
Secure from fooliſh Pride's affected ſtate, 
And ſpecious Flati'ry's moſt pernicious Bait, 
Habitual Innocence adorns her Thoughts, 
But your negle& muſt anſwer for her Faults. 
Immodeſt words admit of no defence; 
For want of Decency, is want of Sexſe. 
What mod'rate Fop wou'd rake the Park, or Stews, 
Who among Troops of faulileſt Nymphs may chuſe? 
Variety of ſuch is to be found; 8 
Take then a Subject proper to expound: Nat 
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But Moral, Great, and worth a Poes's Voice, 
For Men of ſenſe deſpiſe @ trivial Chorce : 

And ſuch Applauſe it mult expect to meet, 

As would ſome Painter, buſy in the Street, 

To Copy Balls and Bears, and ev'ry Sign 

That calls the ſtaring Sorts to naſty wine, . 

Vet tis not all to have a Subject Good, 

Itmuſt delight us when 'tis underſtood, 

He that brings fulſome Objects to my view, 

(As many Ola have done, and many Neu) 

With nauſeous Images my Fancy fills, 

And all goes down like Oxymelof Squills, 

lnſtruct the liſt ning World how Maro ſings 

Of aſeful Subjects, and of lofiy Things. 

Theſe will ſuch true, ſuch bright Ideas raiſe, 

As merit Gratitude, as well as Praiſe. 

But foul Deſcriptions are offenſive (till, 

Either for being Like, or being II: h 
For who, without a Qualm, hath ever lookt, L 
On . Garbage, tho by Homer Coolt? | | 


| Whoſe Railing Heroes, and whoſe wounded Gods 
Make ſome ſuſpe&, he ſnores, as well as nods. - 
But I offend Virgil begins to from, 
And Horace looks with indignation down. 
My blafhing Muſe with conſcious fear retires, 
And whom they like, implicitly admires. 

On ſure foundations let your fabrick riſe, 
And with attractive majeſty ſurpriſe, 
Not by affected, meretricious Aris, 
but ſtrict harmonious Symmetry o parts, 
Which thro? the whole, inſenſibly muſt paſs, - 
With vital Heat to animate the Maſs. 
Apure, an active, an auſpic ious flame, 


And bright as Heav's, from whence the Bleſs 
| Y 
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-But few, oh few, Souls preordain'd by Fate, 
The Race of God's, have reacht that e Height, ; 
No Rebel Titans ſacrilegious crime, tk 
By heaping Hills on Hills can thither climb. 
The griſly Ferry-man of Hell dewy'd. 
Aneas entrance till he knew his gaide 
How juſtly then will 72pioxs mortals fall, 50 
Whole pride would ſoar to Heav'n without a call? 
Pride (of all others the moſt davg*rozs fanlt;) 
' Proceeds from want of ſenſe, or want of 7. bought; 
The Men who labour and digeſt things moſt, 
Will be much apter to deſpend than boaſt. 
For if your Aurbor be profoundly good, 
*T will coſt you dear before he's ander ſtood. 
How many Ages ſince has Virgil writ? 
How few are they who anderſtand him yet? 
Approach his A/zars with Religions fear, 
No vulgar Deity inhabits there; 
Heav'n ſhakes not more at Jove's imperial nod 
Than Poets ſhould before their Mantuan God. 
Fail Mighty Maro! may thy ſacred Name 
Kindle my breaſt, with thy celeſtial flame! 
Sublime ideas, and apt words infuſe, 
| The Muſe inſtruct my voice, and thou inſpire my Au 
= What I have uftanc d only in the beſt, 
1 Is in proportion true of all the reſt. 
Take pains the genuine meaning to explore, 
1 There /t wear, there flrain, there tug the laborious Oar 
- Search ev'ry comment that your Care can find, 
| Some here, ſome there, may hit the Poez's Mind; 
l | | Yet be not , ;naly guided by the #hrong , 5 
| | The Multitude is always in the wrong. 
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When things appear unnatural, and bard, 


| | : Conſult your Aarbur * bimſelF compar d; un 
| | 7 0 
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Who knows what:blefing Phabus may beſtow, = 

And future ages to thy labour w]? 

Such ſecrets are not eaſjly found out, 

But once diſcover d leave no room for dowbp, * 

Truth ſtamps conviction in the raviſpt breaſt, 

And peace and joy attend the glorious gueſt: 

Truth (till is one; truth js divineſy bright, 

No cloudy doubts obſcure het native Ib; 

While in your thoughts you find the leaſt debate, 

You may confound, but never can tranſlate. 

Your ſtile will this thro? all Diſguiſes ſhew, 

For none explain more clearly than they know, 

He only proves he anderſtands a text, 

Whoſe ex paſition leaves it unperplext ; 

They who too faithfullyj on names inſiſt, 

Rather create, than 4;ſſipaze the mift ; 

And grow unjuſt by being over-nice, 

(For ſuperſtitious ⁊ irtue turns to vice) 

Let Craſſus ghoſt, and Labienus tell, 

How twice in Paritbiau plains their legions fell, 
dice Rome hath been ſo jealous of her fame, 

Few know Pacorus or Monz/es* name. 

Words in one language elegantly us'd, 

Will hardly in another be excusd: | 

And ſome that Rome admir'd in Ceſar*s time, 
May neither ſuit our genius, nor our clime. 

The genuine ſenſe intelligibly told, 

dhews a tranſlator both diſcreet and bold. 
Excurſions are inexpiably bad, 

And 'tis much ſafer to leave out, than add. 

Aiſiruſe and myſtic thoughts you mult expreſs, 

With painful care, and ſeeming eafineſs; £ 

For zrath ſhines brighteſt thro* the plaineſt dreſs. 
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Th' nean muſe, when ſhe prepares in ſtate, 
Makes all Fove's thunder on her verſes wait: 
Yet writes ſometimes as ſoft, and moving Things, 

As Venus ſpeaks, or Philomela ſings. 
Your Author always will the beſt adviſe, 
Fall when he falls, and when he riſes riſe, 

Aﬀetted noiſe, is the moſt wretched Thing, 
That to contempt, can empty ſcriblers bring, 
Vowels and Accents regularly plac'd, | 

On even ſyllables, (and (till the laft) 

Tho! groſs — faults abound, 

In ſpite of nonſenſe, never fail of ſound. 

But this is meant of even verſe alone, 

As being moſt harmonious and moſt knows; 
For if you will znequal numbers 

Their accents on odd ſyllables muſt lie. 

Whatever /:ter of the ſacred nine, 

Does to your ſ#:: a willing ear incline, 

Urge your ſ#cceſ#, deſerve a laſting name, 
She'll crown a grateful, and a conſtant flame. 
But if a wild zxcerzainy prevail, | 
And turn your veering heart with ev'ry gale, 
You loſe the fruit of all your former care, 
For the ſad proſpe# of a ſad deſpair. 

A Quack (too ſcandalouſly mean to name) 
Had by man-midwifry got wealth and fame, 
As if Lucina had forgot the Trade, 

The ſab'ring wife invokes his ſurer aid. 

Well ſeaſon'd bowls, the goſſips ſpirits raiſe, 

Who while ſhe ea, chats the dodor*s Praile; 

4 — largely what ſhe wants in words, ſupplies 
ith maudling eloguence of rrickling eyes. 

But what a thoughtleſs animal is Man! 


How very ackive in his own Trepan! 
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For greedy of phyſicians frequent fes, 
From female mellow praiſe he takes degrees 
Struts in a new, ##licen;'d gown, and then, 
From ſaving women falls to killing nen. 
Another ſuch had left the nation thin, © 
in ſpight of all the children he brought in. 
His Pills, as thick as hand. granadoes flew, 
And where they fell, as certainly they flew: 
His ame ſtruck ey'ry where as great a damp 
As Archimedes through the Roman camp. 
With this, the Doctor' pride began to cool; 
For ſmarting foxud'y may convince a fool. 
But now repentance came too late for grace; 
And meaget famine ſtar'd him in the face. 
Fain would he to the w:ves be reconcil'd, 
Zut found no h#5band left to own à child. 

The friends that got the Brats, were poiſon'd too; 
n this ſad caſe what could our vermin do? 
Herry'd with debts, and palt all hope of bail, 
Th' unpity'd wretch lies rotting in a jail. 
And there with Basket alms, ſcarce kept alive, 
thews how miſtalen talents ought to thrive. 

| pity, from my Soul, unhappy Men, 
.ompell'd by want to Proſtitute their pen; 
Vho muſt, like Lawyers, either ſtarve or plead, 
\nd follow, right or wrong, where gnineas lead; 
It you, Pompilian, wealthy, pamper'd heirs, 
Vho to your country owe your ſwords and care: 
15 no vain hope your eaſie mind ſeduce; 
or rich, ill poets are without excxſe. 

Tis very dang'rous, tampring with a muſe 
The profit's ſmall, and you have much to loſe x 
or, tho' zrae wit adorns your birth or place, 
ezenerate lines degr ade th' attainted race, 


No 
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No Poet any paſſio ion can excite; _ 

But what they feel tranſport them when they write. 
Have you been led through the Cumcar cave, 

And heard th? Impatient Maid divenely rave A 

I hear her now; "Th her Rowling Eyes; | 

And panting; Ls! the God, the God ſhe cries; 

With words. not hers and more than buman ſound, 
She makes th obedient ghoſts peep trembling thro” the 
But tho' we muſt obey when Hears” »c N 0 round: 
And Man jn vain the ſacred call wit, bſlands, 

Beware, what ſpirit rages in your breaſt, 

Fr ten inſpir d ten thouſaud are poſſeſs. 

Thus make the proper uſe of each extreme, \ 
And write with fury, but correct with phie me. 
As when the Chearful hours too freely paſs, | 
And ſparkling Wine ſmiles in the tempting nu, 
Vour pulſe adviſes, and begins to beat 

Through every ſwelling, Vein a loud retreat. 

So when a Muſe propitiouſiy Invites, 

Improve her favours, and indulgr her flights, 

But when you find that vigorous heat hte, 

Leave off, and for another ſummons wait. 

Before the radiant ſun, a glimm ring lamp, 
Adultrate metals to the ſterling ſtamp, 

Appear not meaner, than mere human lines, 
Compar'd with thoſe, whoſe inſpiration ſhines; 
Theſe, nervous, bold; thoſe languid and remiſs ; 
There, cold ſalutes, But, here, a lover's kiſs 3 

Thus have I ſeen a Rapid, headlong tide, 

With foaming waves the paſſive Soap divide, 
Whoſe lazy Waters without motion lay, ._ 
While he, with eager force, urg d his 1 wa): 


The 
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Now turn'd to ſicenſe but too juſt a name, 
Belongs to none but an eſtabliſpt fame, 
Which ſcorus to take it 
Abſurd expreſſions, crude, abortive thoughts, 


The privilege that ancient Poets claim, 2 


All the lewd legion of exploded faulis, 


Baſe fugitives to that aſylum fly, 

And ſacred laws with inſolence defy. 

Not thus our Heroes of the former days, 
Deſerv'd and gain'd their never-fading bays; 
For I miſtake, or far the greateſt part, 

Of what ſome call zegle&#, was ſtudy'd art. 
When Virgil ſeems to triſte in a line, 

'lis like a warning-piece, which gives the ſigu 


| To wake your fancy, and prepare your /izhr, 


To reach the noble height of ſome aunſual flight. 
I loſe my patience, when, with ſaucy pride, 
By untun d ears I hear his numbers try'd. 
Reverſe of nature ! ſhall ſuch copies, then 
Arraign th' ori/g:zals of Maro's pen? 
And the rude notions of pedantic ſchools, 
Blaſpheme the ſacred founder of our rules? 
The delicacy of the niceſt ea 
Finds nothing arb, or out of order there. 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenſe, 
The ſound is ſtill a comment to the ſenſe. 
A skilful ear, in numbers ſnou'd preſide, 
And all diſpxzes without appeal decide. 
This ancient Rome, and elder Athens found, 
before miſtaken flops debauch'd the ſound. | 
When, by impulſe from Heav'n, Tyres ſung, 
lu drooping Soldiers a new courage ſprung: 
eviving Sparta now the fight maintain'd, 
And that two. Ger'rals loft, a Poet gain'd, D 
(55 y 
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By ſecret influence of indulgent skies, 
Empire, and Poeſy together riſe. 

True Poets are the guardians of a State, 

And when they fail, portend approaching fate; 
For that which Rome to conqueſt did inſpire, 
Was not the Veſtal, but the Muſe's fire; 
Heaven joyns the bleſſings, no declining age, 
Eber felt the raptures of poetic rage. 

Of many faults, rhyme is (perhaps) the cauſe, 
Too ftri& to rhyme we ſlight more «ſeful laws. 
For that, in Greece or Rome, was never knows, 
Till by Barbarian deluges.oerflown, 

 Sabdu'd, undone, they did at laſt, obey, 
And change their ow# for their 12vaders way. 

I grant, that from ſome moſſie iaol oak 
In double rhymes our Thor and Woden ſpoke; 
And by ſucceſſion of unlearned times, | 
As Baras began, ſo Monks rung on the chimes, 

But now that Phabas and the ſacred Nine, 
With all their beams on our bleſt iſland ſhine, 

Why ſhould not we their ancient rites reſtore, 
| 1 be, what Rome or Athens were before? 


Have we forgot how Raphael's num'rous proſe 
ed our exalted ſouls through heavenly camps, 
* And mark'd the ground where proud apoſtate Throne! 
Defy'd Jehovah! Here, *#wixt hoſt and holt, 
(A narrow but'a dreaaful inter vai) 
Portentous ſight | before the cloudy van, 
Satan with vaſt and baugbty ſtrides advanc d, 
Came tow'ring arm'd in adamant and gold. 
There bellowing engines with their fiery tubes 


* An Eflay on blank Verſe, out of the (xth Book of Part 
| Dilpers's 
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Diſpers'd ætberial forms, and down they fall, 
By thouſands, Angels on Arch-angels rowl'd; 
Recover'd, to the hills they ran, they flew, 
Which (with their pond rous load, rocks, waters, woods) 
From their firm ſeals torn by their ſhaggy zops 
They bore, like ſhields before them thro? the air, 
Till more incent d, they hurl'd them on their foes. 
All was confuſion, Heav'n's foundations ſhook, 
Threatning no leſs than Ani verſal wrack ; | 
For Michael's arm main promontories flung, 
And overpreſt their legions weak with in; 
Yet they blaſphem'd, and ſtruggled as they lay, 
Till the great exfign of Meſſiah blaz'd, 
And (arm'd with vengeance) God's victorious Son, 
(Effulgence of JOE Deity) 
Graſping ten thouſand thunders in his hand, 
Drove th? old original rebels headlong down, 
And ſent them flaming to the vaſt abyſs. 

O may I live to hail the glorious day, 
And ſing loud Pæans thro? the crowded way, 
When in triumphant ſtate, the Britiſp Muſe, 
True to herſelf all barb'rous aid refuſe; 
And in the Roman ma jeſty appear, 
Which none lu. better, and none come ſo near. 
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Have ſeldom known a Trick ſucceed, \ 
and will put none upon the Reader; 
But tell him plainly, that I think it could 
never be more ſeaſonable than now, to lay 
down ſuch Rules, as if they be oh ſerv d, 
will make Men write more correctly, and 
Judge more diſtreetly; But Horace muſt 
be read ſeriouſly, or not at all, for elſe the © 
Reader wont be the better for him, and 
I ſhall have loſt my labour; I have kept 
as cloſe as I could, both to the Meaning, 
and the Words of the Author, and done 
nothing but what I believe he would for- 
give, if he were alive; And I have often 
—_ my ſelf that Queſtion, I know this 
wa Field, | 


er quem Magnus Equos Arunci Flexit 
5 ut 
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Hir Fortune to the Character given of him 
Virgil and Varius; that Fundanius and 


The PRETAcE 


Bat with ali the reſpect due tothe Name 
e Ben. Johnſon, to which no Man pays 
more veneration than J, it cannot be de- 
yd, that the conſtraint of Rhyme, and a 
literal Tranſlation, (to which Horace in 
this Book declares himſelf an Enemy) has 
made him want a Comment in many Places. 

M chief Care has been towrtite intelli. 
ibty, and where the Latin was ofſture, 
have added a line or two to explain it, 

I an below the envy of the Criticks, 
but if dunſt, I would beg them to remem- 
ber, That Horace ow'd his Favour and 


Pollio are ſtill valued by what Horace 
ſays of them; and that in their Golden Age, — 
there was a good Underſtanding among the | 
Ingenious, and tho ſe M were the moſt R 
Th 


efteem'd, were the beſt natur'd. 


' RoSCOMMON. 


OF 


Sc zA 327 


FX 2 
* 

* 
W 


OF THIS. 


TRANSLATION, 


And of the 


Uſe of 1 


By E DM. VIA EY 
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Rut n not better by her Horace e 
Than we are here, to comprehend his thought. 
The Poet writ to noble Piſo there, 
A Noble Piſo do's inſtruct us here, 
Gives us a Pattern in his flowing Stile, 
And with rich Precepts does oblige our Iſle, 
Britain, whoſe Genius is in Verſe expreſt, 
Bold and ſublime, but negligently dreſt. 
Horace will our ſuperfluous Branches prune, 
Give us new Rules, and ſet our Harp in Tune; 
Dire& us how, to back the winged Horſe, 
Favour his flight, and moderate his Force; EY 
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Lie 5 * Poets may of Inſpiration boaſt, „ 


. Rage ill - govern d in the Clouds is loſt; 
"He that proportion d wonders can diſctoſe, 
At once his F and his Judgment ſhows: . 


| i arry moral riting, we may Jearn — 


lect of which, no wit can recompence; 
The Fountain which from Helicon proceeds, 


That ſacred ſtream ſhould never water weeds, 


Nor make the Crop of Thorns and Thiſtles grow 


Which Envy, or perverted Nature ſow. 


Well - ſounding Verſes are the Charm we uſe, 
Heroick thoughts, and vertue to infuſe; 
Things of deep Sence, we may in Proſe unfold, 
But they move more, in lofty numbers told: 
By the loud Trumpet, which our Courage aids, 


We jearn that ſound, as well as ſence, perſuades, 


The Muſe's friend, unto himſelf ſevere, 
With filent pity looks on all that err; 
But where a braye, a publick Action ſhines, 
That he rewards with his immortal Lines; 
Whether it be in Council, or in Fight, 
His Country's Honour is his Chief delight ; 
Praiſe of great Acts, he ſcatters as a ſeed, 
Which may the like, in coming Ages breed: 
Here taught the fate of Verſes, always priz'd 
With admiration, or as much deſpis'd, 
Men will be leſs indulgent to their faults, 


And patience have to cultivate their thoughts ; 


Poets loſe half the praiſe they ſhould have got, 
Could it be known, what they diſcreetly blot, 
Finding new Words, that to-the raviſh'd , 
May like the Language of the Gods appear, 
Such as of Old, wile Bards employ'd to make 


? ei eats forſake; 
Umpoliſn“ d Men their wild retreats ; * 
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Law-giving Heroes, fam'd for taming brutes, 
And raiſing cities with their charming lutes; 
For rudeſt minds, with harmony were caught, 
And civil life was by the Muſes taught : 

So wand'ring bees would periſh in the air, 
Did not a ſound, proportion'd to their ear, 
Appeaſe their rage, invite them to the hive, 
Unite their force, and teach them how to thrive, 
To rob the flow'rs, and to forbear the ſpoil, 
Preſerv d in winter by their ſummer's toil, ' 
They give us food, which may with Nectar vie, 
And wax, that does the abſent Sun ſupply. 
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OF THE 
Art of Poetry. 


Made Ex eL in by the Right Honourable 
z THE 
EARL of ROSCOMMON. 


b in a picture (Piſo) you ſhould ſee, 
A handſome woman with a fiſn's tail, 
& Or a man's head upon a horſe's neck, 
Or limbs of beaſts of the moſt different kinds, 
Cover'd with feathers of all ſorts of birds; 
Wou'd you not laugh, and think the Painter mad? 
Truſt me, that book is as ridiculous, 
Whoſe incoherent ſtyle (like fick men's dreams) 
Vuies all ſhapes, and mixes all extreams. 
2 £ | Painters 
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Pairiters and Poets have been ſtill allow'd 

Their pencils, and their fancies unconfin'd. 

This privilege we freely give and take: 
Bat nature, and the common laws of ſence, 

Forbid to reconcile Awriparhbies, 8 

Or make a ſnake ingender with a dove, 

And hungry tigers court the tender lambs. 

Some that at firſt have promis d mighty things, 

Applaud themſelves, when a few florid lines 

Shine through th' inſipid dulneſs of the reſt; 

Here they deſcribe a temple, or a wood, 

Or ſtreams that through delightful meadows run, 

And there the rainbow, or the rapid Rhine. 

But they miſplace them all, and crowd them in, 

And are as much to ſeek in other things,” 

As he that Only can defign'a tree, 

Would be to draw a ſhipwrack or a ſtorm. 

When you begin with ſo much pomp and ſhow, 

Why is the end fo little and ſo low? 

Be what you will, ſo you be ſtill the ſame. 

Moſt Poets fall into the groſſeſt faults, 

Deluded by a ſeeming excellence: 

By ſtriving to be ſhort, they grow obſcure; 


And when they would write ſmoothly, they want ſtrength, 


Their ſpirits ſink ; while others that affect 

A lofty'ſtile, ſwell to a tympany; 

Some timorous wretches ſtart at every blaſt, 
And fearing tempeſts, dare not leave the ſhore : 
Others in love with wild variety, 1 

Draw boars in waves, and dolphins in a wood. 
Thus fear of erring, join'd with want of skill, 
Is a moſt certain way of erring ſtill, | 
The meaneſt workman in th Aimilian ſquare, 
May grave the nails, or imitate the hair; 


it 
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But cannot finiſh what he hath begun; 
What is there more ridiculous than he? 
For one or two good features in a face 
Where all the reſt are ſcandaloufly ill, 

Make it but more remarkably deform'd. + 

Let Poets match their ſubjec to their ſtrength z 
And often try what weight they can ſupport, _ 
And what their ſhoulders are too weak to bear. 
After a ſerious and judicious choice, 

Method and eloquence will never fail. 

As well the force as ornament of verſe, 

Conſiſts in chooſing a fit time for things, . 
And knowing when a Muſe ſhould be indulg'd 

In her full flight, and when ſhe ſhould be curb'd; 
Words muſt be choſen, and be plac'd with skill. 
You gain your point, if your induſtrious art 

Can make unuſual words eaſy and plain. 

But (if you write of things abſtruſe or new) 

Some of your own inventing may be us d, 

(So it be feldom and diſcreetly done :) 
But he that hopes to have new words allow'd, 
Muſt fo derive them from the Greciax ſpring, 
As they may ſeem to flow without conſtraint ; 
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| Can an impartial reader diſeommend 


In Varius, or in Virgil, what he likes 


In Plautus, or Cæcilius? Why ſhould I 


Be envy'd for the little I invent, 
When Eunius and Cato's copious (tile 


Have ſo enrich'd, and ſo adorn'd our tongue? 


Men ever had, and ever will have leaye, 

To coin new words well ſuited to the age. 
Words are like leaves, ſome wither every year, 
And every year a younger race ſucceeds. 

Death is a tribute all things owe to Fate; 
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The Lucrine mole (Ceſar's ſtupendous work) 
Protects our navies from the raging north; 
And (fince Cetbegus drain'd the Pontian lake) 
We plow and reap where former ages row'd. 
See how the Tyber whoſe licentious waves 
So often over flow'd the neighb'ring fields, 
Now runs a ſmooth and inoffenſive courſe, 
Confin'd by our great Emperor's command; 
Yet this, and they, and all will be forgot: 
Why then ſhould words challenge eternity, 
When greateſt men, and greateſt actions dye? 
. Uſe may revive the obſoleteſt words, | 
And baniſh thoſe that now are molt in vogue; 
Uſe is the judge, the law, and rule of ſpeech. 
Homer firſt taught the world in Epic Verſe 
To write of great Commanders, and of Kings, 
Elegies were at firſt deſign'd for grief, 
Though now we uſe them to expreſs our joy. 
But to whoſe Muſe we owe that ſart of Verſe, 
Is undecided by the men of skill. | 
Rage, with Iambics, arm'd Arcb:lachas; 
Numbers far dialogue and action fit, 
And favourites of the dramatic Muſe : 

Fierce, lofty, rapid, whoſe commanding ſound 
Awes the tumultuous noiſes.of the Pit, 

And whoſe peculiar province is the ſtage. 

Gods, Heroes, Conquerors, Olympic Crowns, 
Love's pleaſing cares, and the free joys of wine, 
Are proper ſubjeQs for the Lyric ſang. 

Why is he honour'd with a Poet's name, 

Who neither knows, nor would abſerve a Rule? 
And chuſes to be ignorant and proud, 
Rather than own his ignorance, and learn? 
Let every thing have its due place and time, 
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A Comic ſubje& loves an humble Verſe: 
Thyeſtes ſcorns a low and Comic ſtile. | 
Ya Comedy ſometimes may raiſe her voice, 

And Chremes be allow'd to foam and rail: 
Tragedians, too, lay by their ſtate to grieve; ue Hh 
Peleus and Telephas exil'd and poor, 
Forget their ſwellings, and gigantic words. - 

He that would have ſpeQators ſhare his grief, 

Muſt write not only well, but moving: nf. 
And raiſe men's paſſions to what height he will. 
We weep and laugh as we ſee others do, 

He only makes me ſad who ſhews the way, 

And firſt is-ſad himſelf; then (7 elephas): 

| feel the weight of your calamities, 

And fancy all your miſeries my own; : .., 

But if you act them ill, I ſleep or laugh. - 

Your looks muſt needs alter, as your ſubje& does, © 
From kind to fierce, from wanton to ſevere; 

For nature forms, and ſoftens us within, 

And writes our fortune's changes in our face. 
Pleaſure enchants, impetuous rage tranſports, _ 
And grief dejects, and wrings the tortur'd foul, 
And theſe are all interpreted by ſpeech; 

But he whoſe words and fortunes diſagree, 

_ Abſurd, unpitied, grows a publick je 
Obſerve the charaQers of thoſe that ſpeak, 
Whether an honeſt ſervant, or a cheat; ä 
Or one whoſe blood boils in his youthfal veins, 
Or a grave-matron, or a buſie nurſe; _ 
Extorting merchants, careful busbandmen, 
Argives, or Thebans, Afians or Greeks. 
Follow report, or feign coherent things, 
Deſcribe Achilles, as Achilles was, 

Impatient, raſh, inexorable, proud, 
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Scorning all judges, and all law but arms: 
Medea muſt be all revenge and blood, 
Ino all tears, Iæios all deceit, 
To muſt wander, and Oreffss mourn. 
If your bold Mule dare tread unbeaten paths, 
And bring new characters upon the ſtage, 
Be ſure you keep them ap to their firſt height. 
New ſubjects ate not eaſily explain d, 
And you had better chuſe « well-known theme, 
Than truſt to an invention of your own; 
For what originally others write, 
May be ſo well diſguis d, and ſo improv'd, 
That with ſome juſtice it may paſs for yours; 
But then you muſt not copy trivial things; 
Nor word for word too faithfully tranſlate; 
Nor (as ſome ſervile imitators do) 
 Preſgribe at firſt ſuck ſtrict uneaſy rules, 
As they mult ever {laviſhly obſerve, 
Or all the laws of decency renounce, 
Begin not as d old Poetaſter did, 
(Troy's famous war, and Priam's fate, I. fing) 
In what will all this oſtentation end? 
The lab'ring mountain ſcarce brings forth a mouſe. 
How far is this from the Mæonian ſtile? 
Maſe, ſpeak the man, who ſince the fiege of Troy, 
So many towns, ſuch change of manners ſaw. 
One with a flaſn begins, and ends in ſmoak. 
The other out of fmoak brings glorious light, 
And (without raiſing expectation high) 
Surprizes us with daring miracles, 
The bloody Leſtrygor's inhuman feaſts, = 
With all the monſters of the land and ſea; 
How Scylla bark'd, and Polyphemns roar d. 
He doth not trouble us with Læda's eggs, 


When 
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When he begins to write the Trojan war; 
Nor writing the return of Diomed, + 
Goes back as far as Meleager's death: 
Nothing is idle, each judicious line 
Inſenſibly acquaints us with the plot: 
He chooſes only what he can improve : 
And truth and fiction are ſo aptly mix'd 
That all ſeems uniform, and of a piece. 
Now hear what every auditor expects; 
[f you intend that he ſhould ſtay to hear 
The Epilogue, and ſee the curtain fall; 
Mind how our tempers alter with our years, 
And by thoſe rules form all your characters: 
One that hath newly learn'd to ſpeak and go, 
Loves childiſh plays, is ſoon provok'd and pleas'd, 
And changes every hour his wavering mind. 
A youth that firſt caſts off his tutor's yoke, 
Loves horſes, hounds, and ſports, and exerciſe; 
Prone to all vice, impatient of reproof, 
Proud, careleſs, fond, inconſtant, and profuſe. 
Gain and ambition rule our riper years, 
And make us ſlaves to intereſt and power. 
Old men are only walking hoſpitals, 
Where all defects, and all diſeaſes crowd 
With reſtleſs pain, and-more tormenting fear, 
| Lazy, moroſe, full of delays and hopes, 
Oppreſt with riches which they dare not uſe; 
l||-natur'd cenſors of the preſent age, 
And fond of all the follies of the paſt, 
Thus all the treaſure of our flowing years, 
Our ebb of life for ever takes away. | 
ys muſt not have th' ambitious cares of men, 
Nor men the weak anxieties of age. 
dome things are ate, others only told. * 
| t 
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But what we hear moves leſs than what we ſee; 
SpeQators only have their eyes to truſt, 

But Auditors muſt truſt their Ears and you: 

Yet there are things improper for a Scene, 
Which Men of Judgment only will relate. 
Medea muſt not draw her murthering knife, 
And ſpill her childrens blood upon the Stage; 
Nor Atreut there his horrid Feaſt prepare; 
Cadmus's and Pregue s Metamorphoſis, 

(She to a Swallow tarn'd, he to a Snake) 

And whatſoever contradicts my Senſe, 

I hate to ſee, and never can believe. 

Five AQs are the juſt meaſure of a play. 

Never preſume to make a God appear, 

But for a buſineſs worthy of a God ; 

And in one Scene no more than three ſhould ſpeak. 
A Chorus ſhould ſupply what Action wants, 
And hath a generous and manly part; 

Bridles wild rage, loves rigid honeſty, 

And ſtrit Oblervance of impartial Laws, 
Sobriety, ſecurity and peace, 

And begs the Gods to turn blind fortune's Wheel, 
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To raiſe the Wretched, and pull downthe Proud: - 
(But nothing mult be Sung between the Ads A 
But what ſome way conduces to the Plot.) * 
Firſt the ſhrill ſound of a ſmall rural Pipe 
(Not loud like Trumpets, nor adorn'd as now ) g 
Was entertainment for the Infant Stage; 0 
And pleas'd the thin and baſhful Audience, A 
Ot our well meaning, frugal Anceſtors. A 
But when our Walls and limits were en'arg'd, A 
And Men (grown wanton by proſperity ) 80 
Studied new Arts of Luxury and Eaſe, In 
. Verſe, the Muſick, and the Scene s improv'd. For A 


"Or 
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For how ſhould ignorance be judge of Wit, | 

Or Men of Sence applaud the Jeſts of Fools? 

Then came rich Cloaths and graceful Action in, 

Then inſtruments were taught more moving-notes : 

And Eloquence with all her pomp and charms, 

Foretold as uſeful and ſententious Truths, 

As thoſe deliver'd by the Delphick God. 

The firſt Tragedians found that ſerious Stile 

Too grave for their Uncultivated age, 

And ſo brought wild and naked Satyrs in, 14 

(Whoſe motion, words, and ſhape were all a Farce) 

(As oft as decency would give them leave) 

Becauſe the mad ungovernable Rout, 

Full of confuſion, and the fumes of Wine, 

Lov'd ſuch Variety and Antick Tricks; 

But then they did not wrong themſelves ſo much, 

To make a God, a Hero, or a King, | 

(Stripp'd of his Golden Ciown, —. Purple Robe) 

Deſcend to a Mechanick Dialect, 

Nor (to avoid ſuch meanneſs) ſoaring high 

With empty ſound, and airy Notions fly. 

For, Tragedy ſhould bluſh as much to ſtoop 

To the low Mimick follies of a Farce, 

As a Grave Matron would to dance with Girls: 

You mult not think that a Satyrick Stile 

Allows of ſcandalous and brutiſh Words, 

Or the confounding of your CharaQters. 

Begin with Truth, then give invention ſcope, 

And if your Stile be natural and ſmooth, 

All Men will try, and hope to write as well; 

And (not without much pains ) be undeceiv'd. 

So much good Method, and Connexion may 

Improve the common, and the plaineſt things. 

A Satyr that comes ſtaring from the Woods, 1 . 
| | | | u 
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Muſt not at firſt ſpeak like an Orator ; 
But, though his language ſhould not be refin'd, 


It muſt not be obſcene, and impudent ; 
The better Sort abhors ſcurrility, 

And often cenſures, what the Rabble likes. 

Unpoliſh'd Verſes paſs with many Men, 

And Rome is too Indulgent in that Point: 

But then, to write at a looſe rambling rate, 

In hope the World will wink at all our faults, 

Is ſuch a raſh, ill-grounded confidence, 

As Men may pardon, but will never praiſe. 
Conſider well the Greek Originals, 

Read them by day, and think of them by night. 

But Plautus was admir'd in former time, 
With too much patience, (not to call it worſe ) 

His harſh, unequal Verſe, was Muſi K then, 

And Rudeneſs had the Privilege of 

When Theſpis firſt expos'd the Trag Muſe, 

Rude were the Actors, and a Cart the Scene, 

Where ghaſtly faces ſtain'd with lees of Wine, 

Frighted the Children, and amus'd the Crowd; 
This Aſchilus (with indignation) ſaw, 

And built a Stage, found out a decent dreſs, 

Brought Vizards in (a Civiler diſguiſe) 

And taught Men how to ſpeak, and how to act. 

Next Comedy appcar'd with great applauſe, 

Till her licentious, and abufive Tongue, 

Wakened the Magiſtrates Coercive power, 

And forc'd it to ſuppreſs her Inſolence. 

Our Writers have attempted every way, 

And they deſerve our praiſe, whoſe daring Moſe, 

Diſdain'd to be beholden to the Greeks, 

And found fit Subjects for her Verſe at home. 
Nor ſhould we be leſs famous for our Wit, 
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Than for the force of our ViQtorious Arms; 
But that the time and care, that are requir'd 
To over-look, and file, and poliſh well, 
Fright Poets from that neceſſary Toyl. 
Democritus was ſo in love with wit, 
And ſome Mens Natural impulſe to write, 
That he deſpis'd the help of Art and Rules, 
And thought none Poets till their Brains were crack'd; 
And this hath ſo intoxicated ſome, 
That (to appear incorrigibly inad) 
They cleanlineſs and Company renounce; 
For Lunacy beyond the Cure of art, 
With a long beard, and ten long dirty nails, 
Paſt currant for Apollo s Livery. 
O my unhappy Stars! If in the Spring, 
Some Phyſick had not cur'd me of the ſpleen, 
None would have writ with more ſucceſs than I, 
But I am ſatisfied to keep my ſenſe, 
And only ſerve to whet that Wit in you, 
To which I willingly reſign my claim. 
Yet without writing I may teach to write, 
Tell what the duty of a Poet is; 
Wherein his Wealth and Ornament conſiſt, 
And how he may be form'd and how improv „dz 
What's fit, what not, what excellent or ill. 
Sound judgment is the ground of Writing well: 
And when Philoſophy directs your choice 
To proper Subjects rightly underſtood, 
Words from your Pen will naturally flow. 
He only gives the proper Characters, 
Who knows the duty of all Ranks of Men, 
— what we owe to Country, Parents, Friends, 
How Judges, and how Senators ſhould act, 
Aud what becomes a General to do; | 
| | Thoſe 


Profit with pleaſure, carries all the Votes. 
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Thoſe are the likeſt Copies which are drawn, 
By the Original of human life. 

Sometimes in rough and undigeſted Plays, 
We meet with ſuch a lucky CharaQter, 

As being humour'd right and well purſu'd, 
Succeeds much better, than the ſhallow Verſe, 
And chiming Trifles of more ſtudious Pens, 
Greece had a Genius, Greece had Eloquence, 
For her ambition and her end was Fame. 
Our Roman Youth is bred another way, 


And taught no Arts but thoſe of Uſury; 


And the glad Father glories in his Child, 

When he can ſubdivide a Fraction : 

Can Souls, who by their Parents from their birth 
Have been devoted thus to ruſt and gain, 

Be capable of high and generous thoughts? 


Can Verſes writ by ſuch an Author live? 
But you (brave Youth) wiſe Nama's worthy Heir, 
Remember of what weight your judgment is, 


And never venture to commend a Book, 
That has not paſt all Judges and all Teſts. 
A Poet ſhould inſtruct, or pleaſe, or both. 


Let all your precepts be ſuccinct and clear, 


I hat ready wits may comprehend them ſoon, 
And faithful memories retain them long; 

For ſuperfluities are ſoon forgot. 

Never be ſo conceited of your Parts, 

To think you may perſuade us what you pleaſe, 
Or venture to bring in a Child alive, | 
That Canibsls have murther'd and deyour'd; 


Old age explodes all but Morality; | 


Auſterity offends aſpiring Youths ; 


But he that joyns inſtructions with delight, 
Tbeſe 
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Theſe are the Volumes that enrich the Shops, 
Theſe paſs with- admiration through the World, 
And bring their Author an eternal Fame. 

Be not too rigidly Cenſorious, 

A ſtring may jarr in the beſt Maſter's Hand, 

And the moſt skilful archer mils his aim; 

But in a Poem Elegantly writ, l 

| will not quarrel with a ſlight miſtake, 

Such as our Nature's frailty may excuſe. 

But he that often hath been told his fault, 

And ſtill perſiſts, is as impertinent, 

As a Muſician that will always play, 

And yet is always out at the ſame Note; 

When ſuch a poſitive abandon'd Fop, 

(Amongſt his numerous abſurdities ) 

Stumbles upon ſome tolerable Lines, 

| fret to ſee them in ſuch Company, 

And wonder by what Magick they came there. | 
But in long Works, fleep will ſometimes ſurprize, 
Homer himſelf hath been obſerv'd to nod. 

Poems (like Pictures) are of different Sorts: 

Some better at a diſtance, others near, 

Some love the dark, ſome chuſe the cleareſt light, 
And boldly challenge the moſt piercing Eye, 

Some pleaſe for once, ſome will for ever pleaſe; 
But Piſo (tho' your own Experience, 

Join d with your Father's Precepts, make you wiſe) 
Remember this is an important truth; | 

dome things admit of Mediocrity, 

A Counſellor, or Pleader at the Bar, 

May want Meſſalar powerful Eloquence, 

Or be leſs read than deep Caſſellins ; 


Yet this indifferent Lawyer is eſteem'd; 


but no Authority of Gods, nor Men, 


Allow. 
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Allow of any mean in Poeſie, 
As an ill conſort, and a courſe perfume 
Diſgrace the Delicacy of a Feaſt, _ 
And might with more diſcretion have been Mrd, 
So Poeſie, whoſe end is to delight, - 
Admits of no Degrees, but mult be il, 
Sublimely good, or deſpicably ill. 
In other things, Men have ſome reafon left ; 
And one that cannot dance, or fence, or run, 
Deſpairing of ſucceſs, forbears to try; 
But all (without conſideration ) write: 
Some thinking that th omnipotence of Wealth 
Can turn them into Poets when they pleaſe. 
But Piſo, you are of too quick a ſight, 
Not to diſcern which way your Talent lies, 
Or vainly ſtruggle with your Genius; 
Vet if ever it be your fate to write, 
Let your Productions paſs the ſtricteſt * 
Mine and your Father's, and not ſee the light, 
Till time and care have ripen'd every Line. 
What you keep by you, you may change, and mend, 
But words once ſpoke can never be recall'd. 
Orpheus inſpir'd by more than human power, 
Did not (as Poets feign) tame ſavage Beaſts, 
But Men as lawleſs, and as wild as they, 
And firſt diſſuaded them from rage and blood: 
Thus when Ampbion built the Tbeban Wall, 
They feign'd the Stones obey'd his Magick Lute. 
Poets the firſt inſtructers of Mankind, 
4 Brought all, things to their proper, native Uſe, 
j Some they appropriated to the Gods; 
And ſome to publick, ſome to private 
4 Promiſcuous love by marriage was — - 
4 Cities were built, and uſeful Laws were made; 
So ancient is the pedigree of Verſe, And 
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And ſo divine a Poet's function. | 
Then Homer's and Tyrtæut mated Muſt, 
Waken'd the World, and ſounded loud Alarms. 
To Verſe we owe the Sacred Oracles, 
And our beſt Precepts of Moratity ; | 
Some have by Verſe'obtain*d the loye of Kings, 
(Who, with the Muſes, ,caſe their wearied minds.) 
Then bluſh not Noble Piſo to protect, 
What Gods inſpire, and Kings delight to hear. 
Some think that Poets may be form'd by art, 
Others maintain, that nature made them ſo; ; 
| neither ſee what Art without a vein, 
Nor wit without the help of Art can do, 
But mutually they need each other's ald. 
He that intends to gain th* Olympic Prize, 
Muſt uſe himſelf to hunger, heat, and cold, 
Take leave of Wine, and the ſoft joys of 'Love, 
And no Muſician dares Pretend ta skill, 
Without a great Expence of Time a nd Pains, 
But every little buſie Scribler now, 
dwells with the praiſes which he gives himſelf; 
And taking Sanctuary in the Crowd, 
Brags of his Impudence, and ſcorns to mend. 
A wealthy Poet, takes more pains to hire 
A flatt'ring Audience, than poor tradeſmen do, 
To perſuade Cuſtomers to buy their goods. 
'Tis hard to find a Man of great Eſtate, 
That can diſtinguiſh flatterers from Friends. 
Never delude your ſelf, nor read your Book, 
before a brib'd and fawning „ 
For he'll commend and feign an Extafie, 
Grow Pate; or we do any thing to pleaſe; : 
True Friends appear; leſs' mov'd than Counterfeit; 3 
As Ment that truly grieve at Funerals, 
A a Are 
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Are not ſo loud, as thoſe that ery-for Hire. 

; Wiſe were the Kings, who never choſe a Friend, 
Till with full Cups they had unmask'd his Soul, 
And ſeen the bottom of his deepeſt. thoughts. | 
You cannot Arm your ſelf with too much Care 
Againſt the ſmiles of a deſigning Knave. _— 
Quintilius (if his Advice were a5k'd) | 
Would freely tell you what you ſhould correct, 

Or (if you gould not) bid y ou blot it out, 

And with more. cate 5 the vacancy: 

But if he found you fond, and obſtinate 

(And apter to defend, than mend your faults) 
With ſilence leave Jou to admire your ſelf, 

And without Rival hugg your darling Book. 

The Prudent care of an Impartial Friend, 5 5 

Will give you Notice of each 1d e Line, EE. 
Shew what ſounds harſh, and What wants Ornament, 
Or where it is too laviſhl beſtowed; noi 

Make yoy, explain all that he finds Obſcure, 

And with a ſtrit Enquiry mark your faults: 

Nor for theſe trifles fear to loſe your love; 

Thoſe things, which now ſeem frivolous, and gt 

Will be of ſerious conſequence -þ 

When they have made you once Ridiculous. 

A Mad Dog's foam, the infection of the Plague, 

And all the udgrnents of the an * 

We are not all more heedfull yt to hun, 

Than Poetaſters i in their. raging fits, . 
Follow'd and pointed at by Fools and Wl ag 

But dreaded and proſcrib'd by Men of Senſe. : 

It in the Raving of a Frantick Muſe, ; 

And minding more his Verſes than 05 Way, . 

Any of theſe ſhould drop into a Well, 

Tho' he might burſt his 3 to ein for fas; ; 


\ 
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No Creature would aſſiſt, or pity him, 

But ſeem to think he fell on purpoſe in; 

Hear how an Old Sicilian Poet died; 
Empedocles,; mad to be thought a God, 

In a cold fit leap'd into Ætua's flames. | 
Give Poets leave to make themſelves away, 
Why ſhould it be a greater ſin to kill, 

Than to keep Men alive againſt their will? 
Nor was this chance, but a deliberate choice; 
For if Empedocles were now reviv'd, 

He would be at his Frolick once again, 

And his pretenſions to Divinity: 

Tis hard to ſay, whether for Sacrilege, 

Or Inceſt, or ſome more unheard of Crime 
The Rhyming Fiend is ſent into theſe Men, 
But they are all moſt viſibly poſſeſt, 

And like a baited Bear, when he breaks looſe, 
Without diſtinction, ſeize on all they meet. 
None ever ſcap'd that came within their reach, 
Sticking like Leaches, till they burſt with blood; 
Without remorſe inſatiably they read, 

And never leave till they have read Men dead: 
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By the Right Honourable 
The EARL of MULGRAVvE. 


\ 0 F things in which Mankind does moſt excell, 
Nature's chief Maſter- piece is writing well; 
And of all ſorts of Writing none there are 
That can the leaſt with Poetry compare: 
No kind of work requires ſo nice a touch, 


And if well finiſh'd,, nothing ſhines ſo much) 
But Heav'n forbid we ſhould be ſo profane 
To grace the Vulga With that ſacred name; 


Tis 
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Tis not a flaſh of fancy which ſometimes 
PDaxling our minds, ſets off the ſlighteſt Rhimes; 
Bright as a Blaze, but in a moment done; 
True wit is everlaſting, like the Sun; 1 . 
retird, 


Which tho' ſometimes behind a Clou 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. i 
Number, and Rhime, and that harmonious Sound, 
Which never does the Ear with harſhneſs wound, 
Are neceſſary, yet but vulgar Arts, 

For all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 

Contribute to the Structure of the whole, 
Without a Genius too, for that's the Soul; 1 
A Spirit which inſpires the work throughout, 

As that of Nature moves the world about; 

A heat, which glows in ev'ry word that's writ, 
Tis ſomething of Divine, and more than Wit; 
It ſelf unſeen, yet all things by it ſhown, 
Defcribing all men, but deſcrib'd by none. 
Where doſt thou dwell}? what Caverns of the Brain 

. Can ſuch a vaſt, and mighty thing contain ? 

When I, at idle hours, in vain thy abſence mourn, 
O where doſt thou retire? and why doſt thou return; 
Sometimes with pow'rful charms to hurry me away 
From Pleaſures of the Night, and Bus'neſs of the Day! 
Ev'n now too far tranſported, I am fain 

To check thy Courſe, and uſe the needful Rein. 

As all is dulneſs, when the fancy's bad, 

So without judgment fancy is but mad; 

And judgment has a boundleſs Influence, 

Not only in the choice of words, or ſenſe, 

But on the World, on Manners, and on Men; 
Fancy is but the feather of the Pen: | 

Reaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, 

pick gains the head, while other wins the _ 


Dei. Sdn wo Owl r © 0 


9 » fed fo imo 2 3a. 


mA — = 


P23 


MISCELLANETES. 353 


Here I ſhould all the various ſorts of Verſe, 
And the whole Art of Poetry rehearſe, 
But who that Task can after Horace do? 
The beſt of Maſters, and Examples too! 
Ecchoes at beſt, all we can ſay is vain, 
Dull the deſign, and fruitleſs were the pain; 
Tis true, the Ancients we may rob with eaſe, 
But who with that ſad ſhift himfelf can pleaſe, 
Without an AQor's pride? a Player's Art 
Is above his, who writes a borrow'd part. 
Yet modern Laws are made for later Faults, 
And new abſurdities inſpire new thoughts; 
What need has Satyr then to live on theft, 
When ſo much freſh occaſion ſtill is left? 
Fertile our ſoil, and full of rankeſt weeds, 
And Monſters worſe than ever Nilas breeds: 
But hold, the Fools ſhall have no cauſe to fear, 
'Tis Wit, and Senſe that is the ſubje& here; 
Defects of witty Men deſerve a cure, | 
And thoſe who are ſo, will ev'n this endure. - 
Firſt then of Songs, which now ſo much abound, 
Without his SoxG no Fop is to be found, 
A moſt offenſive weapon which he draws 
On all he meets againſt Apol/o's Laws: 
Tho! nothing ſeems more eaſie, yet no part 
Of Poetry requires a nicer Art; . . 
For as in rows of richeſt Pearl there lyes A | 
Many a blemiſh that eſcapes our Eyes, } = 
The leaſt of which defects is plainly ſhewn | $ 
In ſome ſmall Ring, and brings the value down; 
So Songs ſhould be to juſt Perfed ion wrought ; | 
Yet where can we ſee one without a fault; | £ 
Erad Propriety of Words and Thought? 
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Expreſſion eaſie, and the fancy high, | 
Yet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly; 

No Words tranſpos'd, but in ſuch order all, 


As, tho' hard wrought, may ſeem by chance to fall, 


Here, as in all things elſe, is moſt unfit 

Bare Ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit ; 
Such nauſeous Songs by a late Author made 
Call an unwilling Cenſure on his Shade. 

Not that warm thoughts of the tranſporting Joy, 
Can ſhock the chaſteſt, or the niceſt cloy; 
But obſcene words, too groſs to move deſire, 
Like heaps of fuel do but choak the fire. 
On other Themes he well deſerves our Praiſe, 
But palls that appetite he meant to raiſe. 
Next ELEGy, of ſweet, but ſolemn voice, 
And of a Subject grave exacts the Choice, 
The praiſe of Beauty, Valour, Wit contains, 


And there too oft deſpairing Love complains; 


In vain alas, for who by Wit is mov'd? 
That Phenix ſhe deſerves to be belov'd; 
But noiſy nonſence, and ſuch. Fops as vex 


Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtick Sex. 


This to the praiſe of thoſe who better knew; 
The Many raiſe the value of the Few. 

But here, as all our Sex too oft have try'd, 
Women have drawn my wandring thoughts aſide. 
Their greateſt fault who in this kind have writ, 
Is not defect in words, nor want of wit; 


But ſhould this Muſe harmonious Numbers yield, 


And ev'ry Couplet be with fancy fill'd, 
If yet a juſt Coherence be not made 
Between each thought, and the whole 
So right, that eviry ſtep may higher, riſe, 


Like goodly mountains, till they reach 2 Nos 
a | | oY ; Tl 


Model laid 


MISCELL ANIES. 355 

Trifles like ſuch perhaps of late have paſt, | 

And may be lik'd awhile, but never laſt ; . 

'Tis Epigram, 'tis Point, tis what you will, 

But not an Elegy, nor writ with skill, 5 

No * Panegyrick, nor a 1 Cooper's Hill. 

A higher flight, and of a happier Force 

Are + ODEs, the Muſes moſt unruly Horſe, 

That bounds ſo fierce, the Rider has no reſt, 

But foams at mouth, and moves like one poſſeſt. 

The Poet here mult be indeed inſpir'd, 

With fury too, as well as fancy fir'd. 

Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd this part, 

Had he with Nature joyn'd the rules of Art; 

But ill expreſſion gives ſometimes allay 

To that rich fancy, which can ne'er decay; 

Tho? all appear in heat and fury done, 

The language ſtill muſt ſoft, and eaſie run. 

Theſe Laws may. ſeem a little too ſevere, 

hut judgment yields, and fancy governs there; 

Which, tho? extravagant, this Muſe allows, 

And makes the work much eaſier than it ſhows. 
Of all the Ways that wiſeſt Men could find 

To mend the Age, and mortify Mankind, 

IATYR well writ has moſt ſucceſsful prov'd, 

And cures, becauſe the remedy is lov'd. 

Tis hard to write on ſuch a ſubje& more, 

Without repeating things ſaid oft before. 

dome vulgar errors only we remove, 

That ſtain a Beauty, which ſo much we love. 

well choſe words ſome take not care enough, 
And think they ſhould be as the ſubje& rough; 


— 
— 


Maller's f Denbam's. + Pindaric Odes. 
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This great work muſt be more exactly made, 

And ſharpeſt thoughts in ſmootheſt words convey'd: 

Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 

As if their only bus'neſs was to rail; 

But human frailty nicely to unfold, 

Diſtinguiſhes a Satyr from a Scold. 

Rage you mult hide, and prejudice lay down, 

A Satyr's ſmile is ſharper than his frown; 

So, while you ſeem to ſlight ſome riyal youth, 

Malice it ſelf may paſs ſometimes for truth. 

The * Laureat here may juſtly claim our praiſe, 

Crown'd by f Mac-Fleckno with immortal Bays ; 

Tho! prais'd, and puniſh'd for another's 4 Rhimes, 

His own deſerve as great applauſe ſometimes; 

But once his Pegaſus has born dead weight, 

Rid by ſome lumpiſh Miniſter of State. 
Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend my cares a while, 

A greater Enterpriſe attends thy toil; 


And as ſome Eagle, that deſigns to fly - : 

A long unwonted journey through the Sky, T1 
Conſiders all the datg'rous way before, "mp 

; _ Over what lands and ſeas ſhe is to ſoar, Fr 
Doubts her own ſtrength ſo far, and juſtly fears Art's 
That lofty road of airy Travellers; ; | Are 2 

But yet incited by ſome fair deſign, Ang 
That does her hopes beyond her fears incline, But ti 
Prunes ev'ry feather, views her ſelf with care, From 

At laſt reſoly'd, ſhe cleaves the yielding Air; Muſt 

| een 8 A dyi 

Mr. Dryden. . - whe 

+ A famous Satyrical Poem of his. 6 hel 

+ A libel, for which he was both applauded, and woun "yy 


ed, tho? intirely innocent of the whole matter. 
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Away ſhe flies, ſo ſtrong, ſo high, ſo faſt, | | 
She leſſens to us, and is loſt at laſt. 
80 (but too weak for ſuch a weighty thing) 
The Muſe inſpires a ſharper note to ſing; 
And why ſhould truth offend, when only told 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold? 
On then, my Muſe, advent'rouſly engage, 
To give Inſtructions that concern the Stage. 
The unities of action, time and place, 
Which, if obſerv'd, give PLAYS ſo great a grace, 
Are, tho? but little practis d, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the preſent Age, 
Leſ obvious errors of the Exgliſß Stage. _ 
Firſt then, SOLILOQUIES had need be few, 
Eitremely ſhort, and ſpoke in paſſion too; | 
Our Lovers talking to themſelves, for want 
Of others, make the Pit their Confidant; 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truſt a friend, only to tell it/us; 
Th' occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 
is when * Bellario confeſſes all. 
'16URES of Speech, which Poets think fo fine, 
at's needleſs varniſh to make Nature'ſhine, 
are all but paint upon a beauteous face, 
And in Deſcriptions'only claim a Place: 
bat to make Rage declaim, and Grief diſcourſe, 
from Lovers in deſpair fine things to force, 
Muſt needs ſucced, for who can chuſe but pity 
\ djing Hero miſerably witty? =o 7 
but oh, the Dialogues, where jeſt, and mock 7 0 
b held up like a Reſt at Shittle- ck 


8 Philaſter, a Play of B eaumont and Fletcher. 
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Or elſe like bells, eternally they chime, | 
They ſigh in Simile, and die in Rhime. 


| What things are theſe, who would be Poets thought, 


By nature not inſpir d, nor learning taught? 


Some wit they have, and therefore may deſerve 


A better Courſe than this by which they ſtarve: 


But to write Plays! why 'tis a bold pretence 


To Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence; 
Nay more; for they muſt look within to find 
Thoſe ſecret turns of Nature in the mind; 
Without this part in vain would be the whole, 
And but a Body all without a Soul. 
All this together yet is but part 
Of Dialogue, that great, and pow'rful Art, 
Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecians knew, 
From whence the Romans fainter copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended ſince but by a few: 
Plato, and Lucian are the beſt remains 
Of all the wonders which this art contains; 
Vet to our ſelves, we juſtice muſt allow, 
Shale ſpe ar, and Fletcher are the wonders now: 
Confider them, and read them o'er and o'er; 
Go ſee them play'd, then read them as before. 
For tho' in many things they groſly fail, 
Over our paſſions ſtill they ſo prevail, 
That our own grief by theirs is rock'd alleep, - 
The dull are forc'd to feel, the wiſe to weep. 
Their beauties.imitate, avoid: their faults; 
Firſt on a Plot employ thy careful thoughts ; 
Turn it with time a thouſand ſeveral ways, 
This oft alone has giv'n ſucceſs to Plays: 
Reje& that vulgar error which appears 
So fait, of e . 
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There's no ſuch thing in nature, and you'll draw 
A faultleſs Monſter, which the world ne'er faw; 
Some faults mult be, that his misfortunes drew, 
But ſuch as may deſerve compaſſion too. 
Beſides the main defign compos'd with-art, 
Each moving Scene muſt be a Plot apart; 
Contrive each little turn, mark ev'ry place, 
As Painters firſt chalk out the future face; 
Yet be not fondly your own Slave for this, 
But change hereafter what appears amiſs. | | 
Think not ſo much where ſhining thoughts to place, 
As what a man would ſay in ſuch a Caſe. 
Neither in Comedy will this ſuffice, 
The Player too mult be before your eyes, 
And tho? *tis drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 
To him you muſt your utmoſt meaning ſhow. 
Expoſe no ſingle: Fop, but lay the load 
More-equally, and ſpread the folly broad; 
The other way is vulgar, oft we ſee 
A Fool derided by as bad as he; 
Hawks fly at nobler game; in this low Ways 
A very Owl may prove a bird of prey; 
Ill Poets ſo will one poor Fop devour; 
But to collect, like Bees from ev'ry flower, 
Ingrediefts to compoſe that precious juice, 
Which ſerves the world for pleaſure and for uſe; 
In ſpight of faction this would favour get: 
But * Falſtaff ſeems unimitable yet. 
Another fault which often does befal, 
ls when the wit of ſome great Poet ſhall 
80 _—— that i 5 be none at « all, 
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That all his Fools ſpeak ſenſe, as if poſſeſt, 
And each by inſpiration breaks his jeſt. 
If once the juſtneſs of each part be loſt, 
Well may we laugh, but at the Poet's * 
That ſilly thing, Men call Sheer-Wit, wo, | 
With which aur Age ſo nauceouſly is eloy'd; 
Humour is all, Wit ſhauld be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper Thought. | 
But fince the Poets we of late have known, 
Shine in no Dreſs ſo much as in their own, 
| The better by example to :convirice, . 
Caſt but a view on this wrong: ſide of ſence. 
Firſt a Solitoquy is calmly made, 
Where every Reaſon is exactly weigh'd; 
| Which once perform'd, moſt opportunely: comes 
A Hero frighted at the Noiſe of Drums, 
| For her ſweet ſake, whom at firſt ſight he hes, 
| And all in Metaphor his paſſion proves; Y 
But ſome ſad accident, tho yet ankoown:- 
Parting this Pair, to leave the Swain _. rid 42 

He ſtreight grows jealous, yet wWe know not why, 

And to oblige his Rival, needs will dye; | 
But firſt he makes a Speech, wherein he tells 
The abſent Nymph how much his Flame excels; | 
And yet bequeaths her generouſly nor- 
To that dear Rival, whom. he does not know, | 
Who ſtreight appears, (but who can Fate When 
Too late alas to hold his haſty, Hand 

„That juſt has given himſelf the cruel Stroke, 
At which this very Stranger's Heart is broke; 

e, more to his new Friend than Miſtreſs kind, 
Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behind; _ 
Of ſuch a Death prefers the pleaſing Charms 
To Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 
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How ſhameful, and what monſtrous things are theſe? 
And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe; 
Conclude us only partial for the Dead, 12 
And grudge the Sign of old Ben. Johnſon's Head: 
When the intrinſick Value of the Stage 
Can ſcarce be judg'd but by a following Age; 
For Dances, Flutes, Italian Songs, and Rhime 
May keep up ſinking Nonſenſe for a time; | 
But that may fail, which now ſo much o'er-rules, 
And Sence no longer will ſubmit to Fools. 

By painful Steps we-are at laſt got up 
Parnaſſus Hill, on whoſe bright Airy top 
The * Epic“ Poets ſo divinely ſhow, 
And with juſt Pride behold the reſt below, 
Heroick Poems have a uſt pretence 
To be the utmoſt reach of human Sence; 
A Work of ſuch ineſtimable Worth, . 
There are but two the World has yet brought forth, 
Homer and Virgil: with what awful ſound 
Do thoſe meer Words the Ears of Poets wound! 
Juſt as a changeling ſeems below the reſt 
Of Men, or rather is a two-legg'd Beaſt, 
do theſe Gigantick Souls amaz d we find 
As much above the reſt of human kind. 
Nature's whole ſtrength united! endleſs Fame, 
And univerſal Shouts attend their Name. 
Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 
For all things elſe appear ſo dull and poor. 
Verſe will ſeem Proſe, yet often on him look, 
And you will hardly need another Book. 
Had * Boſſ# never writ, the World had ſtill, 
Like Indians, view'd this wondrous piece of skill, 
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As ſomething of Divine the Work admired, 
Not hoped to be Inſtructed, but Inſpired; 
But he diſcloſing ſacred Myſteries, - 
Has ſhewn where all the mighty Magick lies ; 
Deſcrib'd the Seeds, and in what order ſown, 
That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown. 
Sure from ſome: Angel he the Secret knew, 
Who through this Labyrinth has given the Clue! 
But what, alas, avails it poor Mankind 
To ſee this promiſed Land, yet ſtay behind? 
The Way is ſhewn, but who has ſtrength to go? 
Who can all Sciences exactly know ? 
Whoſe Fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon's Sight, 
And yet has Judgment to direct it right? 
Whoſe juſt Diſcernment, Virgil. lile, is ſuch, 
Never to ſay too little, or too much? 
Loet ſuch a Man begin without delay; 
But he muſt do much more than I can ſay, 
| Muſt above Cowley, nay, and Milton too prevail, 


Succeed where great A and our greater Spencer 
fail. he: | 
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TO THE 


Creator of the WORLD. 


Occaſion'd by the 


FRAGMENTS of ORPHEUS. 


Quid prius dicam une Jus Parettis 
Laudibus? — 
Qui mare & terras variiſſue mundum 
Temperat hors? 
Unde nil majus geueratur ipſo, 


Nec viget quicquam fimile aut r Hora. 
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HAT the Praiſes of the . of 
Nature, which is the fitteſt Subject 
for the Sublime way of Writing, was the 
moſt antient Uſe of Poetry, cannot be 
learn'd from a more proper Inſtance (next 
to Examples of Holy Writ,) than from 


Greek Fragments > oPOy at a Re. 
1que of great © Antiquity” ey contain 
Several BE concerning, God, and his 


makingand governing the Univerſe; which, 

tho imperfect, have mauy hoble Hints 
and lofty Expreſſions. I whether theſe 
Verſes were indeed cen by that cele- 
brated Father of Poetry and Muſick, who 
preceded Homer, or by Ozomecritus, Who 
lived about the Time of Piſiſtratus, and 
on] 1 contain ſome of the Doctrines of Or- 


phens, 
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Pbeus, is a Arr. of little Uſe or Im- 

ITARGE.. op nn, N. 
N f Thicke is French 
Verſe has been prefix'd to the * 
cf Ldes, but i pre lat, Stile, much in- 
the Deſitzn lowing Ode, 


with many bee and Additions pro- 
per to a Moder dem, is attempted upon 
the ſame Model, in han e which hay- 
ing ſtronger-Sinews an bel French, is, 
by the Confeſſion bt i. Critick Ra- 
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O D E 


TO THE 


Creator of the W ORL D. 
Occaſront'd by the F. ene, of asd, 


Muſe unfeigu'd! 9 true celeſtial Fire, 
Brighter than that which rules the N 7 

Deſcend ! a Mortal Tongue inſpire 
To ſing ſome great Immortal Lay: | 

Begin, and ſtrike aloud the Tonſectated al 17519] 
Hence ye Prophane! be far away! - | 
Hence all Ve impious Slaves that bow | 
To Idol Luſts, or Altars raiſe, 

And to falſe Heroes give fantallick Pralle! b #1 

And hence'ye Gods; who te a Crime Jour Hurious 
Beings owe! 789 

But hear O Heav'n and Earth and Seas profound! | 
Hear ye unfathom'd Deeps below, 

And let your ecchoing Vaults repeat the found; . V 
Let nature, trembling all aruuſnsg 
Attend her Maſter's awful Name, 

From whom Heav'n, Earth, and —_— and al the wite 
Creation came. " 


1 


i 
j 
| 


And wake the ſleeping ſtorm, or its loud rage reſtrain: 
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He ſpoke the great command, and light, 
Heav'n's eldeſt born and faireſt child, 
Flaſh'd in the low'ring face of ancient night, 
And, pleas'd with its own birth, ny ſmil'd. 

The ſons of morning, on the wing, 
Hov'ring i in choirs his praiſes ſing; _ ; 
When;-from th' unbounded vacuous ſpace, 
A beauteaus, riſing world they ſaw ; 

When nature hew'd ber yet unfiniſh'd face, 
And motion took th? eſtabliſh'd la- 
To roll the various globes on high; 

When time was taught his infant wings to try, 

And from the barrier ſprung to his appointed race. 


CE oy III. den 0 
Supreme, Almighty, ſtill the ſame! Tis 
Tis He, the great, inſpiring Mind, 

That animates and: moves this univerſal frame; 
Preſent at once in all, and by no placeconfin'd. 
Not Heav'n itſelf can bound his ſway;. 

Beyond th' untravell'd limits of the _ 
Inviſible to mortal e 7 HH i 
He dwells in uncreated day. 
Without begi 


| inning, without AO tis He 
That fills th men e orb of — 


8 
What pow 'r but His can rule ths: 3 main, 


When winds their gather'd forces try, 
And the chaf d ocean proudly ſwells n vun, 
His voice reclaims th' iimpetuous rar; 
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In murm'ring tides th' abated-billows ff, 
And the ſpent tempeſt dies upon the ſhore.” 
The meteor world is his, heav'n's wintry AY 
The moulded hail, the feather d now; 
The ſummer breeze, the ſoft refreſhing ſhow'r, 

The looſe, divided cloud; and wet He > fo bow; 
The crooked lightning darts around, 5 
His ſov'reign orders to fulfill 

The ſhooting flame obeys th Eternal Will, 
Launch'd from his hand, inſtructed where to kat, 
Or rive the mountain oak, or ee eee an 


Yet pleas'd. to bleſs, indulgent to arb, 1 
He, with a father's tender care, 
Supports the num'rous family 
That peoples earth, and ſea, and air. 0! 

From Nature's giant race, th* enormous elephant, 2 

Down to the inſect worm, and creeping aut; 

From th' eagle, Sov'reign of the k), 

To each inferior feather'd brood ; 

From Crowns, and purple Majeſty, ds oy 

To humble Shepherds on the plans 

His hand unſeen divides to All their food, | 7 

And the whole world of life ſuſtains. 


VI. 


At one wide view His eye ſurveys 
His works, in every diſtant clime; . 
He ſhifts the ſeaſons, months, and days, 

The ſhort liv'd offspring of revolving time; | 
By turns they die, by turns are born; 
Now chearful Spring the circle lende Th 
And o i non rs the finiling e 


| 4 F 299 * 
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Gay 
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Gay Summer next, whom ru Fern, a 
And waving fields of yellow 3 | 

Then Autzamn, who with viſh {totes the lap of Nane 82 


Decrepit 2 Jaggard in the ok on Len | 
(Like feeble age op oppreſt with va mac 

A heavy ſeaſon does maintain, 0 

With driving ſhows, and winds, ha 

Till Spring recruited to advance, tot 

The various year rolls round again. 


VII. 


But who, 4x great Adord! who can withſtand 
The terrors of Thy lifted hand? 
When long provok'd, Thy wrath uber: 
And conſcibus Nature to het centet ſhakes? 
Rais'd by Thy voice, the thunder flies, 
Hurling pale fear, and wild confuſion round; 
Ho dreadful is th' inimitable fourid, 

The ſhock of earth, and ſeas, ard labour of the skies 
Then whete's ambition's havghty creſt? 
Where the gay head of waritoh pride? © 

See! Tyrants fall, and with the openitng ground 
Wou'd take them quick to ſhades of feſt, 
And in their common parent's breaſt, 

From Thee their bury'd fotths for ever hide! 

In vain -fot all the elements conſpire, 
The ſhatter'd earth, the ruſhing ſea, 
Tempeſtuous air, and raging fire, 

To puniſh vile mankind, and fight for Thee; 

Nor death itſelf can ittercept che blow; : 

Eternal is he _ aud wikhout end "Oo 


vat; 


O Cyrus! Alexander! Juhi all 
Ye mighty Lords that ever en1'd this Bull! 
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Once Gods of earth, the living Deſtinies, 
That made a hundred s bow! 1 
Where's your extent of Empire now? _., + 

Say where preſerv'd your phantom Glory. lies? 

Can braſs the fleeting thing ſecure? 

Enſhrin'd in temples does it ſtay? ? 
Or in huge Amphitheatres endufe ? 
The rage of rowling time, and ſeern dect)? 

Ah no! the inbuld ring monuments of Fime 
Your vaiti; deluded hopes betty,” - 
Nor ſhew thi-ghibitious fonndet's kame; 

Mir'd wn your ſelves in the ume maſs of ly. 


I. 


proceed my Muſe! time's willig * bebe, 
And ſee at laſt th* untavell'd clue; 
When cities ſink, and kingdom are no tore, 
And weary Nature ſhall het work give o'er. 
Behold th Almighty Judge on high! 
See in His Hard the Book Of Fate! 
Myriads of Spirits fill the sky, 
IT“ attend, With dread 5 N 
The world's laſt ſcene, and time $ conchidiig I 
The feeble race of ſhort-liv'd vanity 
And ſickly pomp at once mall die; 
Foul guilt to midnight caves will ſhrink away, 
| Look back, and tremble in her flight, 
And curſe at Heav'ns purſuing light, 
Surrounded with the vengeance of that day. 
How will you then, ye impious, *ſcape your doom, 
Self-judg'd, abandon'd, overcome? 
Your clouds of painted bliſs ſhall melt before your fi ight, 
Yet ſhall you not the giddy chace refrain, | 
Nor hope more ſolid bliſs t obtain, 


1 4151 9 


Nor 
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Nor once repeat the joys you'knew before; 


But ſigh a long eternity of pain, | 
Fans an oc VE Goth, PRE find a ſhore, 


i 


HOTEL. 


. 
* — 5 ' 
* i | . 
* * C } 


But ſee where the mild Soy” reign ſits preparid 
His better ſubjeQs to reward! 
Where am I now! what Pow'r Divine | 
"Tranſports me! what immortal Iþlenors ſhine! 
Torrents of glory that oppreſs the ſight! - | 
What joys, celeſtial King! Thy throne ſurround! 
1 The ſan, who, with Thy borrow'd beams ſo bright, 
| Sees not his peer in all the ſtarry round, 
Wou'd here diminiſh'd fade away; 
Like his pale ſiſter of the night, 
When ſhe reſigns her delegated light, 

Loſt in the blaze of day. 1 
Here wonder only can take place; — 
Then Muſe, th advent'rous flight forbear 

Theſe myſtic ſcenes thou canſt no farther trace ; 
Hope may ſome boundleſs future bliſs embrace, 
But whaz, or when, or how, or where, 
Are mazes all, which fancy runs in vain; _ 
Nor can the narrow cells of human brain 
The vaſt, immeaſurable thought contain. 
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ALEXANDE R's FEAST; 


OR THE 


Power of Muſi ck. 


* 
0 5 # 


. In Honour Of 
St. CE CILIA'S DAY. 


1. 
TVI at the royal feaſt, for Perfia wen, 
By Philip's warlike ſon : 
Aloft, in awful ſtate, 
The god-like Heroe' ſate 
On his imperial throne: | 
His valiant. Peers were plac'd around; 
Their brows with roſes arid with myrtles bound. 
G ſhou d de in arms be crown d:) 


376 MISCELLANIES. 


The lovely Thais by his ſide, 
Sate like a blooming eaſter Bride, 
In Now's of youth and Beauty's Pride. 
Happy, happy, happy Pair! 
None but the Brave | 
None but the Brave 
None but the Brave deſerves the Fai air. 


CHORUS. 
* happy, happy Pair! 
None but the Brave 
- None but the Brave 
None but the Brave deſerves the Fair 
II. 

Timothens place on high, 

Amid the tuneful Quire, 

With flying Fingers touch'd the Lyre; 
The trembling Notes aſcend the Sky, ä 

And Heav'nly Joys inſpire: 


The Song began from Jove, 


Who left his bliſsful Seats above, 
(Such is the Pow'r of mighty Love. ) 
A Dragon's fiery Form bely'd the God: 


Sublime on Radiant Spires he rode, 


When he to fair Olympia preſs'd ; 

And while he ſought her ſhowy Brealt : 
Then, round her ſlender Waiſt he curl'd, 
And ſtamp d an Image of himſelf,a ſov'reign of the world: 
The liſt' ning Crowd admire the lofty Sound, 


A preſent Deity ! they ſhout around: 


A preſent Deity the vaulted Roofs: rebound! | 
With raviſh'd Ears - id nt) 


Aſſumes the God, 
Aﬀects to nod, 


Drinki 


Drin 


And ſeems 10 * the N 


III. * 
The Praiſe of Bacchus then, the fivert Maſi ſung 3 
Of Bacchns ever Fair, and ever Y 
The jolly God in Triumph comes; 7 
Sound the Trumpets; beat the Drums; 
Fluſh'd with a purple Grace 
He ſhews his honeſt Face, | 
Now gives the Hautboys breath ; he comes, he comes, 
Bacebus ever Fair and Your 8 
Drinking Joys did firſt ordain: | 
| Bacchss” Bleſſings are a Treaſure; 
ing is the Soldier's Pleaſure; 1 
Rich the Treaſure; ip 
Sweet the Pleaſure; 
Swe is pleaſure after Pain. 


Cnoxus. 


Bacchus bleſſings are aireaſure; 


king is the Soldier s Pleaſure; 
Rich the Treaſure; © 


Sweet the Pleaſare; © 
Sweet is Pleaſnre after Pain. 


C. c 
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With ravi/h'd Ears 
The Monarch hears, _ 
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Sooth'd with the Sound the King grew vain; | 


** 2 


With not a Friend to cloſe his E 85 


IV. 


_ Fought all his Battles o'er again; (ſlain, 
And thrice he routed all his Foes; and thrice he flew th 
The Maſter ſaw the madileſs riſe; 
His glowing Checks, his ardent Eyes; 
And while he heav'n and Earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his Hand, and checKk*d his Pride. 
Nie choſe a mournful Muſe 
„ Fan oi y to infuſe: 
H e ſung 2 2 great and Good, 
By too ſevere a Fate, 
F W fallen, fallen, fallen, 


Fallen from his high Eſtate, © T 
And welting in his Blood: 8 
Deſerted at t his utmoſt Need, 


By thoſe his former bounty fed; 1 
On the bare Earth expos'd he lies, 


With down-caſt Looks the joyleſs Victor ſate, 


Rovolving, in his alter'd Soul, At 
The various Turns of Chance below; Th 
And, now and then, a Sigh he. ſlole; 
And Tears began to flow. 
Cnon us. 
Revolving, i in bis alter d Sol, 
The various T; arns of Chance NG: 
And, now and then, a Sigh be ſtole; 4. 
And Tears began to flow. The 
„„ 
Te mighty Maſter ſmil'd to ſee Noy 
That Love was in the next Degree: Alo 


*T was 
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 »T'was but a Kindred-Sound to move 101 
For pity melts the Mind to Love. 
Softly ſweet, in Lydian Meaſures, 
Soon he ſooth'd his Soul to Pleaſures. 
War, he ſung, is Toil and Trouble; 
Honour but an empty bubble; 1 7 
Never ending, {till beginning, 
Fighting ſtill, and till deſtr 2 
_ :; as World be worth thy Simi, 
Think, O think, it worth Enjoying. - 
| Lovely Thais fits beſides thee, 
Take the Good the Gods provide thee. 
The many rend the Skies, with loud Applauſe, 
So Love was crown'd, but Muſick won the Cauſe. 
The Prince, unable to conceal his Pain, | 
 Garz'd on the Fair 
Who caus'd his Care, 
And figh'd and look'd, ſigb'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and ſigtrd again: . 
At length, with Love and Wine at — 
The vanquiſh'd Victor ſunk upon her _ | 


Cnoxus. A 
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The Prince, unable to conceal his Pain, 
Gaz'd on the Fair ' 
Who causd his Care, | 
And figh'd and lool d, (i gh'a and lool d, 
Sigh'd and loo d, and fi old 6 again: 
At length, with Low and Wine at once oppreſi'd, © 
The * Victor ſunk upon her Breaſt. 


VI. 


Now ſtrike the Golden Lyre again 


A louder yet, and yet a louder kran, 
Cc2 | Break 
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Break his bands of Sleep aſunder, 
And rouze him, like a rattling Peal of Thunder. 
| Hark, hark, the horrid Sound 
Has rais'd up his Head, 
As awak'd from the Dead, 
And amaz'd, he ſtares around. 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
See the Furies ariſe! 
See the Snakes that they rear, 
How they hiſs in their Hair, 4 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their Eyes! 
. Behold a ghaſtly Band, 
. Each a Torch in his Hand! 
Thoſe are Grecian Ghoſts, that in Battle were ſlain; 
And unbury'd remain, 
Inglorious on the Plain. 
Give the Vengeance due 
To the valiant Crew. 
Behold how they toſs their torches on high, 2 
Hao they point to the Perſian abodes, 
And glitt'ring Temples of their Hoſtile Gods! 
The Princes applaud, with a furious Joy; 
And the King ſeiz'd a Flambeau, with zeal to deſtroy; 
Thais led the way, 
To light him to his Prey, 
And, like another Heilen, fir'd another Troy. 


CHORUS. 
And the King ſeiz'd a Flambeau, with zeal to deſtroy ; 
Thais led the Way, 
To light bim to Be Prey, 
And, like another Hellen, fir d another Troy. 


VII. 


Ce 


Tt 


Th 
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VII. 
Thus, long ago 
E're heaving Bellows learn'd to blow, 
While Organs yet were mute ; 
Timotheas, to his breathing Flute, 
And ſounding Lyre, 
Cou'd ſwell the Soul to rage, or kindle ſoft Deſire. 
At laſt Divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the Vocal Frame; 
The ſweet Enthuſiaſt, from her Sacred Store, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow Bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn Sounds, 
With Nature's Mother-Wit, and Arts unknown before 
Let old Timotheus yield the Prize, " 
Or both divide the Crown; | | i 
He rais'd a Mortal to the Skies; al 
She drew an Angel down. 


Grand CHORUS. 


At laft, Divine Cecilia came, 
Taventreſs of the Vocal Frame; 
The ſweet Enthuſiaſt, from her ſacred Store, 
Ezlarg'd the former narrow Boxnds, 
And added Length to ſolemn Sounds, 
With Nature's Mother-Wit, and Arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the Prize, 
Or both divide the Crown; 
He rais'd a Mortal to the Skies; 
She drew an Angel down. 
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TO THE 


C Ontending Kings, and fields of death, too long 

Have been the ſubject of the Br:zifo ſong. 

Who hath not read of fam'd Ramillia's plain, 

Baveria's fall, and Danube choak'd with lain ! 

Exhauſted Themes ! A gentler note l raiſe, 

And ſing returning Peace in ſofter lays. 

Their fury quell'd, and martial rage allay'd, 

I wait our heroes in the Sylvan ſhade; 

Disbanding hoſts are imag'd to my mind, 

And warring pow'rs in friendly leagues combin'd, 

While eaſe and pleaſure make the Nations ſmile, 

And Heav'n and ANNA bleſs Brizanniz's Ile. 
Well ſends our Queen her mitred Briſtol forth, 

For early Counſels fam'd, and long try'd worth, 

Who, thirty rolling years, had oft with-held 

The Swede and Saxon from the duſty field; 

Compleatly form'd to heal the Chriſtian wounds, 


The face of ravag'd Nature to repair, 

By leagues to ſoften Earth, and Heav'n by Pray'r, 
To gain by love where rage and ſlaughter fail, 

And make the Croſier o'er the Sword prevail. 


LORD PRIPYT-SE AL. 


o name the Kings, and give each kingdom bounds, 
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So when great Moſes, with JEHOVAH's wand, 
Had ſcatter'd plagues o'er ſtubborn Pharaoh's 
Now ſpread an Hoſt of locuſts. round the ſhore, 
Now turn d Nile's aire, ſtreams to putrid | bore; a 
Plenty: the Prieſt of God, 
And ſudden Almonds ſhot from Aaron's Rod. 

O Thou, from whom theſe bounteous bleſſings flow, 
To whom, as chief, the hopes of peace we owe, 
(For next to Thee, the Man whom Kings contend 
To ſtile Companion, and to make their friend, 
Great Strafford, rich in ev'ry courtly grace, 
With joyful pride accepts the ſecond place) 

From Britain's Iſle, and 1{s ſacred ſpring, 
One hour, oh! liſten while the Muſes ſing. 
Though Miniſters of mighty Monarchs wait, 
With beating hearts, to learn their Maſters? fate, 
One hour forbear to ſpeak thy Queer” s commands, 
Nor think the world, thy charge, neglected ſtands; 
The bliGful ProſpeQs, in my verſe diſplay d, 
May lure the ſtubborn, the deceiv'd perſuade; 
Ev'n thou to peace ſhall ſpeedier urge the Way, 
And more be haſten'd by this ſhort delay. 


- ON THE 


PROSPECT of PEACE. 


— 


—— 


By Mr. TICEkELI. 


HE haughty Gaul, in ten Campaigns o' erthro wn, 
Now ceas'd to think the weſtern World his own. 
Oft had he mourn'd his boaſting Leaders bound, 
And his proud bulwarks ſmoaking on the ground : 
In vain with pow'rs renew'd he fill'd the plain, 
Made tim'rous vows, and brib'd the Saints in vain; 
As oft his Legions did the fight decline, 
Lurk'd in the Trench, and skulk'd behind the Line. 
Before his eyes the fancy'd Javelin gleams, 
At feaſts he ſtarts, and ſeems dethron'd in dreams; 
On glory paſt reflects, with ſecret Pain, 
On mines exhauſted, and on millions {lain. 
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To Britain's Queen the ſcepter'd Suppliant bends, 
To her his crowns and infant zace commend 8 
Who grieves her fame with Chriſtian blood to buy, 
Nor asks for glory at a price ſo high. — 
At her decree the war ſuſpended ſtands, 88 
And Britain's heroes hold their lifted hands, © 
Their open brows no threat ning frowns diſguiſe, 
But gentler paſſions ſparkle i in their eyes. 
The Gault, who never in their courts could find 
Such temper'd fire with manly beauty join'd, | 
Doubt if they're thoſe, whom dreadful to the view, 
In forms ſo fierce their fearful fancies drew; 
At whoſe dire names ten thouſand widows preſt, 
T heir helpleſs orphans clinging to the breaſt. 
In filent rapture each his foe ſurveys, 
They vow firm friendſhip, and give mutual praiſe. 
Brave minds, howe'er at war, are ſecret Friends, 
Their gen'rous diſcord with the battle ends; 
In peace they wonder whence diſſention roſe, - 
And ask how ſouls ſo like could e'er be foes. 

Methinks I hear more friendly ſhouts rebound, 
And ſocial clarivns mix their ſprightly ſound : 

The Britiſh flags are furl'd, her Troops disband, 
And ſcatter d Armies ſeek their native land. 

The hardy Vet' ran, proud of many a ſcar, 

The manly charms and honours of the War, 
Who hoped to ſhare his friends illuſtrious doom, 
And in the battle find a Soldier's tomb, 

Leans on his ſpear to take his farewel view, 
And fi ighing bids the glorious camp adieu. 

Ye gen'rous fair, receive the brave with ſmiles, 
O'er- pay their ſleepleſs nights, and crown their toils; 
Soft beauty is the gallant Soldier's due, , 
For you they conquer, and they bleed for you, 
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In vain proud Gaul with boaſtful Spain conſpires, 
When Engliſb vatour Engliſp beauty fires; 

The Nations dread your eyes, and Kings deſpair 
Of Chiefs ſo brave, till they have Nymphs ſo fair. 

See the fond wife, in tears of tranſport drown'd, 
Hugs her rough lord, and weeps o'er ev'ry wound, 
Hangs on the lips that fields of blood relate, 

And ſmiles, or trembles at his various fate. 
Near the full bowl he draws the fancy'd line, 
And marks feign'd trenches in the flowing wine, 
Then ſets th'inveſted fort before her eyes, 
And mines, t hat whirl'd battalions to the skies; 
His little liſt' ning progeny turn pale, 
And beg again to hear the dreadful tale. 

Such dire atchievements ſings the Bard, that tells, 
Of palfrey'd Dames, bold Knights, and magic Spells, 
Where whole Brigades one champion's arms o'erthrow, 
And cleave a Giant at a random blow, 

Slay Paynims vile, that force the fair, and tame 
The Goblin's fury, and the Dragon's flame. 

Our eager Youth to diſtant Nations run, 

To viſit fields, their valiant fathers won; | 

From Flandria's ſhore their country's fame they trace, 

Till far Germania ſhews her blaſted face. 

Trexulting Briton asks his mournful guide, 

Where his hard fate the loſt Bavaria try'd: 

Where Szepney grav'd the ſtone to AN NA's Fame, 

He points to Blenbeim, once a vulgar Name; 

Here fled the Houſhold, there did Tallard yield, 

Here Marlborough turn'd the fortune of the field, 

On thoſe ſteep banks, near Danube's raging flood 

The Gault thrice ſtarted back, and trembling ſtood : 
When Cburcbill's arm perceiv'd, they ſtood not long, 

But plung'd amidſt the waves, a deſp'rate throng, 
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Crowds whelm'd on crowds, daſh'd wide thewatry bed, 
And drove the current to its diſtant head. 

As when by Raphael's, or by Kneller's Hands 
A warlike — on the Canvas ſtands, 

Such as on Landen bleeding Ormond bore, 

Or ſet young Ammon on the Granic ſhore; 

If chance a gen'rous ſteed the work behold, 

He ſnorts, he neighs, he champs the foamy Gold: 
So, Hocſtet ſeen, tumultuous paſſions rowl, 

And hints of Glory fire the Briton's Soul, 

In fancy'd fights he ſees the troops engage, 

And all the tempeſt of the battle rage. ; 

Charm me, ye Pow'rs, with ſcenes Teſs nobly bright, 
Far humbler thoughts th'inglorious Muſe delight; 
Content to ſee the horrours of the field 
By Plow-ſhares level'd, or in Flow'rs conceal'd. 
O'er ſhatter*d walls may creeping Ivy twine, 
And graſs luxuriant cloath the harmleſs mine; 
Tame flocks aſcend the breach without a wound, 

Or Crop the Baſtion, now a fruitful ground; 
While Shepherds ſleep, along the Rampart laid, 
Or pipe beneath the formidable ſhade. 

Who was the man? Oblivion blaſt his name, 
Torn out, and blotted from the liſt of Fame 
Who fond of lawleſs rule, and proudly brave, 

Firſt ſunk the filial ſubject to a flave; 

His neighbour's Realms by frauds unkindly gain'd, 

In guiltleſs blood the ſacred Ermine ſtain'd ; 

. Laid ſchemes for Death, to ſlaughter turn'd his heart, 
And fitted murder to the rules of art. 

Ah! curſt ambition, to thy lures we owe 
All the great Ills, that Mortals bear below. 
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Curſt by the Hind, when to the Spoil he yields 
His Year's whole Sweat, and vainly ripen'd Fields. 
Curſt by the Maid, torn from her lover's fide, 
When left a Widow, though not yet a Bride: 

By Mothers curſt, when Floods of tears they ſhed, 
And ſcatter uſeleſs Roſes on the Dead. ' 

Oh ſacred Briftal! then what Dangers prove 
The Arts, thou ſmil'ſt on with paternal Love? 
Then, mix'd with Rubbiſh by the brutal Foes, 

In vain the Marble breaths, the Canvas glows ; | 
To Shades obſcure the glitt'ring Sword purſues 
The gentle Poet, and detenceleſs Muſe, 

A Voice, like thine alone, might then aſſwage 
The Warrior's Fury, and controul his Rage; 

To hear thee ſpeak might the fierce Vandal ſtand, 
And fling the brandiſh'd Sabre from his Hand. 

Far hence be driv'n to Scy:hia's ſtormy Shore 


The Drum's harſh Muſick, and the Cannon's Roar ; | 


Let grim Bellona haunt the lawleſs Plain, 
Where Tartar Clans, and grizly Coſſacks reign; 
Let the ſteel'd Twrk be deaf to Matrons Cries, 
See Virgins raviſh'd with relentleſs Eyes; 
To Death grey Heads and ſmiling Infants doom, 
Nor ſpare the Promiſe of the pregnant Womb; 
O'er waſted Kingdoms ſpread his wide Command; 
The Savage Lord of an unpeopled Land. 
Her guiltleſs Glory juſt Britannia draws 
From pure Religion, and impartial Laws; 
To Europe's Wounds a Mother's Aid ſhe brings, 
And holds in equal Scales the Rival Kings : 
Her gen'rous Sons in choiceſt Gifts abound, 
Alike in Arms, alike in Arts renown'd. 
As when ſweet Venus (ſo the Fable ſings.) 
Awak'd by Nereids, from the Ocean ſprings, 
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With Smiles ſhe ſees the threat'ning Billows riſe, 
Spreads ſmooth the Surge, and clears the louring Skies, 
Light, o'er the Deep, with flutt'ring Capids crown'd, 
The pearly Conch and Silver Turtles bound ; 
Her Treſſes ſhed Ambroſial Odours round. 
Amidſt the World of Waves ſo ſtands ſerene 

Britannia's Iſle, the Ocean's ſtately Queen; 
In vain the Nations have conſpir'd her Fall, 
Her Trench the Sea, and Fleets her floating Wall: 
Defenceleſs Barks, her pow'rful Navy near, 

| Have only Waves and Hurricanes to fear. 
| What bold Invader, or what Land oppreſt, 
| Hath not her Anger quell'd, her Aid redreſt! 

Say, where have e' er her Union Croſſes ſail'd, 

| But much her Arms, her Juſtice more prevail'd! 

| Her Labours are to plead th' Almighty's Cauſe, 

| Her Pride to teach th'untam'd Barbarian Laws : 
Who conquers, wins by Brutal Strength the Prize; 
1 But *tis a Godlike Work to civilize. 
| . Flave we forgot, how from great Ruſſia's Throne 
The King, whoſe Pow'r half Europe's Regions own, 
] Whoſe Sceptre waving, with one Shout ruſh forth 
Ss In Swarms the harneſs'd Millions of the North, 


| Through Realms of Ice purſu'd his tedious Way An 
To court our Friendſhip, and our fame ſurvey ! He 
| Hence the rich Prize of uſeful Arts he bore, To 
| And round his Empire ſpread the learned Store: Ani 
| ( T'adorn old Realms is more than new to raiſe, On 
| His Country's Parent is a Monarch's Praiſe.) Wh 
þ His Bands now march in juſt Array to Wes * | Ma 
| And Caſpian Gulphs unuſual Navies bear; In 

With Runick Lays Smolensko's Foreſts ring, And 


And wond'ring Volga hears the Muſes fing. + 7 In « 
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Did not the Painted Kings of Indie greet 

Our Queen, and lay their Sceptres at her Feet! 
Chiefs, who full Bowls of hoſtile Blood had quaff d, 
Fam'd for the Javelin, and invenom'd Shaft, 
Whoſe haughty Brows made Savages adore; 
Nor bow d to leſs than Stars, or Sun before. 
Her pitying Smile accepts their ſuppliant Claim, 
And adds four Monarchs to the Chriſtian name. 

Bleſt Uſe of Pow r! O virtuous Pride in Kings! 

And like his Bounty, whence Dominion ſprings! 
Which o'er new Worlds makes Heav'n's indulgenee 


ſhine, N 
And ranges Myriads under Laws divine! 
Well bought with all that thoſe ſweet Regions hold, 
With Groves of Spices, and with Mines of Gold, 
Fearleſs our Merchant now purſues his Gain. 
And roams ſecutely oer the boundleſs Main. 
Now o'er his head the polar Bear he ſpies; 
And freezing ſpangles of the Lapland skies; 
Now ſwells his canvas to the ſaltry line, 
With glitt'ring ſpoiſs where Indian grottoes ſhine, 
Where fumes of incenſe glad the Southern ſeas, 
And wafted citrom ſcents the balmy Breeze. 
Here neater Suns prepare the rip'ning gemm, 
To grace great Anne's imperial Diademz — + 
And here the ore, whoſe melted maſs ſhall yield 
On faithful coins each memorable Field, 
Which, mixt with medals of Immortal Rome, 
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Bold Mordaant in Iberian trophies dreſt, 
And Campbell's dragon on his dauntleſs Breaſt, 
Great Ormond's deeds on Vigo's ſpoils enroll'd, 

And Guiſcard's knife on Harley's Chili Gold. 
And if the muſe, O Briſtol, might decree, — + 
Here Granville noted by the lyre ſhould be, 5 
The lyre for Granville, and the croſsfor Thee. EX 
Such are the honours grateful Britain pays, 

So Patriots merit, and ſo Monarchs praiſe.” 
Oer diſtant times ſuch records ſhall prevail, 

When Engliſs numbers, antiquated, fail: 
A trifling ſong the muſe can only yield, 
And ſooth her ſoldiers panting ftom the field, 
To ſweet retirements ſee them ſafe convey'd, 
And raiſe their battles in the rural ſhade. 
From fields of death, to Moodſtach's peaceful gloom, 
(The Poet's haunt) Britannia's Hero comes 
Begin, my muſe, and ſoftly touch the ſtring : 
Here Heury lov'd; and Chaxcer learn'd to ſing. 

Hail fabled grotto! hail Elx,ian ſoil! 

Thou faireſt ſpot of fair Britannia iſle! 
Where Kings of old conceal'd forgot the throne, - 
And beauty was content to ſhine unknown; 

| Where love and war by turns pavilions rear, 
And Henry's bow'rs near Blenheim's dome appear; 
The weary'd champion lull in ſoft alcoves, 
The nobleſt boaſt of thy romantick groves. 
Ott, if the muſe preſage, ſhall he be ſeen 
By Roſamonda fleeting o'er the green 
In Dreams be hail'd by heroes mighty ſhades; | 
And hear old Chaucer warble through Blades ; 

| O'erthe fam'd ecchoing vaults his nam. | 

| 288 hill to hill reflec ne he" rite. ſound: 
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Here, here at leaſt thy love for arms give o'er, 
Nor, one world conquer'd, fondly wiſh for more. 
Vice of great ſouls alone! O thirſt of fame! 

The muſe admires it, while ſhe ſtrives to blame. 
Thy toils be now to chaſe the bounding deer, 
Or view the courſer's ſtretch in wild carreer: 
This lovely ſcene ſhall ſooth thy ſoul to reſt, 
And wear each dreadful image from thy breaſt; 
With pleaſure, by thy conqueſts ſhalt thou ſee 
Thy Queen triumphant, and all Europe free; 
No cares henceforth ſhall thy repoſe deſtroy, 
But what thou giv'ſt the world, thy ſelf enjoy. 
| Sweet ſolitude! when life's gay hours are paſt, 
Howe'er we range, in thee we fix at laſt, 
Toſt through tempeſtuous ſeas (the voyage o'er) 
Pale we look back, and bleſs thy friendly ſhore. 
Our own ſtrict judges our paſt life we wn, 
And ask if glory hath enlarg'd the ſpan; 
If bright the proſpect, we the grave Jefie, { 5 
Truſt future ages, and contented die. 

When ſtrangers from far diſtant climes ſhall come, 


To view the pomp of this triumphant dome, 
Where rear'd aloft diſſembled trophies ſtand, 


And breathing labours of the ſculptor's hand,” 
Where Kneller's art ſhall paint the flying Gaal, 
And Bourbon's woes ſhall fill the ſtory'd wall; 
Heirs of thy blood ſhall o'er their bounteous board 
Fix Exrope's guard, thy monumental ſword, 
ners that oft have wav'd on conquer'd walls, 
And trumps, that drown'd the groans of gaſping Gauls. 
Fair dames ſhall oft, with curious eye, explore 
The coſtly robes that ſlaughter d gen'rals wore, 
— trappings from the Dauube's whirlpools brought, 
eſperian nuns the gorgeous broid' ry wrought 
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Belts ſtiff with gold, the Boia horſe· man's pride, 


And Gaul's Pf flow'rs, in humane crimſon dy'd, 
Of Charchills race perhaps ſome lovely boy 


Shall mark the burniſh'd ſteel that hangs on high, 


Shall gaze tranſported on its glitt ring tharms, 


And reach it ſtruggling with unequal arms, 
- By figns the drum's tumultuous ſound requeſt, 


Then ſeek, in ſtarts, the huſhing mother's breaſt. 
So, in the painter's animated frame, 

Where Mars embraces the ſoft Paphian dame, 

The little loves in ſport his faulchion wield, 


Or join their ſtrength to heave his pond'rous ſhield! = 


One ſtrokes the plume in Tieyon's gore embru'd, 


And one the ſpear, that reeks with Typhon's Blood, | 


Anothet's infant brows the helm ſuſtain, 

He nods his creſt, and frights the ſhrieking train. 
Thus, the rude tempeſt of the field o er: blown, 

Shall whiter rounds of ſiniling years rowl ons 

Our Victors, bleſt in peace, forget their wars, 

Enjoy paſt dangers, and abſolve the ſtars. 


But oh! what ſorrows ſhall bedew your urns, | 
Ye honour'd ſhades, whom widow'd Albion mourns: 


If your thin forms yet diſcontented moan, 


And haunt the mangled manſions, once your own; 


Behald what flow*rs the pious muſes ſtrow, 
And tears, which in the midſt of triumph flow, 
Cypreſs and bays your envy'd brows ſurround, 


Your names the tender matron's heart ſhall wound, 


And the ſoft maid grow penſive at the ſound. 


Accept, great Anne, the tears their mem ry draws, 


Who nobly periſh'd in their ſov' reign's cauſe; 


For thou in pity bid'ſt the war give o'er, 


Mourn'ſt thy flain heroes, nor wilt venture more, 
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(But Exropz's freedom doth that price repay.) 

Lamented triumphs! when one breath muſt tell 

That Marlboroggh conquer'd, and that Dormer fell. 
Great no whoſe name ſtrikes * monarchs 


On G just 52 hangs Emrops's ſeale, 

Whoſe arm like mercy wounds, decides like fate, 
On whoſe decree the Nations anxious wait; 

From Albion's cliff thy wide extended hand 

Shall o'er the main to far Pera command, 

So vaſt a tract whoſe\wide domain ſhall run, 

Its circling skies ſhall ſee no ſetting ſun. 

Thee, thee an hundfed languages ſhall claim, 

And ſavage Indians ſwear by Anna's name, 


The line and poles ſhall own thy rightful ſivay, 


And thy. commands the ſever'd globe obey, 
Round the vaſt ball thy new dominions chain 

The watry kingdotns, and controul the main, 

Magellan's ſtraits to Gibralter they join, 

Acroſs the ſeas a formidable line; 

The Sight of adytrſe Gau we fear no more, 

But pl Li ſee Dzxkirk, now a guiltleſs ſhore; 

In vain great Neptune tore the narrow ground, 

And meant his waters for Britannia's bound, 

Her giant Genius takes a mighty ſtride, 

And ſets his foot beyond th' incroaching Tide; 

On either bank the land its maſter knows, 


And in the midſt the ſubject ocean flows. 


So near proud Rhodes, acroſs the raging flood, 
Stupendous form! the vaſt Coloſſus ſtood, 
(While at one foot their thronging gallies ride, 
A whole hour s fail ſcarce reach'd the further 15 ) 5 
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Betwixt his brazen thighs, in looſe array, 
Ten thouſand ſtreamers on the billows play. 

By Harley's counſels Daxzkirk now reſtor'd - 
To Britain's empire, owns her ancient gord. 
In him transfus'd his Godlike father reig © 
Rich in the blood which ſwell'd that par riot” J veins, 
Who boldly faithful met his ſov'reign'$frown, 

And ſcorn'd for gold to yield th' important town. 
His Son was born the rayiſh'd Prey to claim, 
And France ſtill trembles at an Harky's Name. 

A fort ſo dreadful to our Exgliſh ſhore, | 

Our fleet ſcarce fear'd the ſands or tempeſt more; 
| Whoſe vaſt expences to ſuch fummg amount, 
That the tax'd Gaul ſcarce furniſhdꝭ out th' account; 
Whoſe walls ſuch bulwarks, ſuch vaſt tow'rs reſtrain, 
I'ts weakeſt ramparts are the rocks and main; 
His boaſt great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 
Thy friendſhip, Anna, with the mighty prize. 
Holland repining, and in grief caſt do yn, 
Sees the new glories of the Britiſh crown: 
Ah! may they ne' er provoke thee to the fight, 
Nor foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite; 
Soon may they hold the olive, ſoon aſſwage - 
Their ſecret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage 
To rend their banks, and pour, at one command, 
Thy realm the ſea o'er their precarious land. 

Henceforth be thine, vice-gerent of the skies, 
Scorn'd worth to raiſe, and vice in robes chaſtife, 
To dry the orphan's tears, and from the bar 
Chaſe the brib'd judge, and huſh the wordy war, 
Deny the curſt blaſphemer's tongue to rage, 

And turn God's fury from an impious age. 
Bleſt change! the Soldier s late deſtroying Hand” 


Shall rear new temples in his native land; - 
| / Miſtaken 
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| Miſtaken zealots ſhall with fear beholdd. 
And beg admittance in our ſacred fold; \ 
On her own works the pious Queen ſhall ſmile, 
And turn her.gares upon her fav'rite Iſle. 
So the keen bolt a warrior Angel aims, 
Array'd in clouds, and wrapt in mantling flames, 
He bears a te on his ſounding wings, 
And his red arm the forky vengeance flings; | 
At length, Heav%u's wrath appeas'd, he quits the war, 
To roll his orb, and guide his deſtin'd ſtar, r, 
To ſhed kind fate; und lucky hours beſtow, 
And ſmile propitious on the world below. 
Around thy throne ſhall faithful nobles wait, 
Theſe guard the Ohurch, and thoſe direct the State. 
To Briſtol, graceful in maternal tears, | | 
The Church her tow”ry forehead gently rears, 
She begs her pious ſon t' aſſert her cauſe, 
Defend her rights, and re- inforce her laws, 
With holy zeal the ſacred work begin, 
To bend the ſtubborn, and the meek to win. 
Our Oxford's Earl in careful thought ſhall ſtand, 
To raiſe his Queen, and fave a ſinking land, 
The wealthieſt glebe to rav'nous Spaniards known, 
He marks, and makes the golden world our own, 
Content with hands unſoil'd to guard the prize, 
And keep the ſtore with undeſiring eyes. | 
So round ſthe tree that bore Heſperian gold, 
| The ſacred watch lay curl'd in many a fold, ” 


His eyes up- rearing to th* untaſted prey, 

The ſleepleſs guardian waſted life away. 
Beneath the peaceful olives, rais'd by you, 

Her ancient pride ſhall ev'ry art renew, 

(The arts with you fam'd Harcourt ſhall defend, 

And courtly Bolingbroke the Muſe's friend. 
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And ſun- born Iris paints her ſhow” 


1 : , . ** _ 
& I. F 


4-0. MISCELL ANDES. 


With piercing eye ſome ſearch where Nature plays, 


And trace the wanton through her darkſome maze: 
Whence health from herbs ; from ſeeds howgroves begun, 
How vital ſtreams in circling eddies run. 

Some teach why round the ſun the ſpheres advice, 
In the fix d meaſures of their myſtic dance; 
How tides, when heav'd by preſſing _ o'erflow, 


In-bappy chains our daring — 
Shall ſport no more in arbitrary ſoundd; 


But buskin'd Bards henceforth ſhalf wiſely rage, 
And Grecian plans reform Britaunia's ſtage: 

Till Congreve bids her ſmile, Angnfia ſtands 
And longs to weep when flowing Rowe commands. 
Britain's Spectators ſhall their ſtrength combine 
To mend our morals, and our taſte refine, 
Fight virtue's cauſe, ſtand up in wit's defence; 
Win us from vice, and laugh us into ſenſe. | 
Nor, Prior, haſt thou huſh'd the trump in vain, 
Thy lyre ſhall now revive her mirthful ſtrain, 
New tales ſhall now be told; if right I ſee, + 
The ſoul of Chaucer is reſtor d i -in thee, _ 
Garth, in majeſtic numbers, to the ſtars 

Shall raiſe mock-heroes, and fantaſtic wars; 
Like the young ſpreading laurel, Pope, thy name 
Shoots up with ſtrength, and riſes into fame; 
With Philips ſhall the peaceful vallies . 

And Britain hear a ſecond Spenſer ling 


That much-lov'd youth, whom 1 walls comtie, 


To Briſtol's praiſes ſhall his  Strafford's } join: 
He too, from whom attentive Oxford draws | * 
Rules for juſt thinking, and poetic laws, 


. growing Bards his learned aid ſhall ler Z 
The trifeſt'Critic, and the kindeſt fend. "54 
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Ev'n mine, a baſhful Muſe, whoſe rude eſſays 
Scarce hope for pardon, nor aſpire to praiſe, 
Cheriſh'd by you, in time may grow to fame, 
And mine e Briſtol's glorious name. 


Fir'd with the giews this glitt ring ſcene diſplays, 


And ſmit with paſſion for my country's praiſe, 

My artleſs reed attempts this lofty theme, | 
Where ſacred Iſis rowls her ancient ſtream; 

In cloyſter'd domes, the great Philippa's pride, 

Where learning blooms, while fame and worth preſide. 
Where the fifth Hexry arts and arms was taught, 
And Edward torm'd his Creſſy, yet unfought; 

Where laurel'd Bards have ſtruck the warbling ſtrings, 
The ſeat of Sages, and the nurſe of Kings. | 
Here thy commands, O Lancaſter, inflame 

My eager breaſt, to raiſe the Brizt# name, 

Urge on my ſoul, with no ignoble pride, 

To wooe the Muſe, whom Addiſon enjoy'd, 

See that bold ſwan to Heav'n ſublimely ſoar, 

Purſue at diſtance, and his ſteps adore. 
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